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The Lusty, Texas Collection 
Love Under Two Strong Men 


Tracy has been in love with Jordan Kendall forever. When Jordan gets 
together with Peter Alvarez, she couldn’t be happier. She fell in love with the 
handsome Fed at first sight, and she knows the sparks are there for all three of 
them. But while Peter seems receptive, Jordan still thinks of her as a kid. 


So Tracy takes the biggest gamble of her life. When it works, she’s thrilled. 
Until she realizes that Jordan can’t trust that they’re forever—and that Peter is 
keeping a secret. 


Jordan has never been able to completely relax in his own skin. He wants to 
believe Tracy and Peter can be his for a lifetime, but his own self-doubt keeps 
getting in the way. 


Then he learns that Peter’s got a price on his head, and Jordan knows he'll 
do anything he has to do to protect the man, and the woman, he loves. 
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Chapter 1 


Tracy Jessop excelled at being a bridesmaid. 

She'd learned to smile and hug and encourage, giving the 
best toasts, the best showers, and making absolutely the 
best cakes. And she did it all without letting anyone know 
about the hunger, the emptiness, the yearning that lived 
deep inside her. 

Unrequited love. | could write reams on the topic. 

Tracy ruthlessly pushed away the maudlin thoughts, 
bringing her attention back to the here and now. Today was 
Penelope Primrose’s bridal shower. The guest of honor 
deserved her complete and happy attention. 

“Oh, boy. Here goes.” 

Ginny Rose sat close on Tracy’s right. Her coworker’s 
nervous whisper likely reached no one else but her. Tracy 
automatically touched the young woman’s shoulder, a 
wordless communication of sorority. She watched as the 
bride-to-be set about opening the gift on her lap—the gift 
Tracy had seen Ginny bring into the great room of the Big 
House when she’d arrived. 

Penelope, like most gift openers at these sorts of parties, 
took her time, peeling off the tape, folding the paper away, 
her movements as delicate as her appearance. Tracy didn’t 
know if she could be so restrained under such 
circumstances. 

“I’ve never seen such a careful opener,” Ginny whispered. 
“I'd be tearing into each and every one of these beautiful 
gifts. You’d see nothing but paper flying.” 


Tracy smiled at her, and when she noticed Ginny’s blush, 
she leaned forward and said, “Me, too.” 

No question Ginny was anxious as Penelope finally 
removed the last of the paper. Susan Evans-Magee, 
Penelope’s soon-to-be sister-in-law, handed her the card 
that had accompanied the gift. Beside Susan, Julia Benedict, 
her cousin, fastened the pretty bow onto a simple straw hat 
that already held so many. 

Julia caught Tracy’s gaze and smiled. In the flurry of 
arrivals and socializing, the two women had made a date to 
get together that evening. Growing up, Julia had been 
Tracy’s best friend. They’d never lost touch, of course, and 
had e-mailed back and forth often. But that wasn’t the same 
as evenings on the sofa watching old movies over popcorn 
and soda, or head to head whispers under the blankets late 
at night during sleepovers. 

Julia was the only person to whom Tracy had ever 
confessed her deepest longings. 

Tracy turned her attention back to the party. Penelope 
dutifully opened the card and read the salutation aloud. 
“May the years ahead be brimming with love and laughter 
and joy. Best wishes, Virginia Rose.” Penelope blinked. “Oh! 
Ginny! Thank you so much.” 

“I hope it suits,” Ginny said. 

“I’m sure it’s perfect.” She handed the card to Susan, and 
then lifted the cover off the box. Tracy craned her neck to 
catch a glimpse, but all she could see was pretty pink-and- 
silver tissue paper. 

“Oh!” Penelope reached in and drew out something that 
looked white and lacy. 

“Miz Benedict said how you were having your Gran’s 
dining room set shipped here from out east,” Ginny said, 
“and that it had been in your family for near to a hundred 
years. So | thought you might like something old-fashioned- 
like to go on it.” 


“Now, Ginny, you’re supposed to call me Grandma Kate!” 
The older woman, who sat to the right of Penelope, gave 
Ginny a big smile. The admonition emerged in a sweet, 
cajoling tone. 

“Yes, ma’am.” Ginny grinned when Kate Benedict tilted 
her head to one side, clearly waiting. “Grandma Kate,” 
Ginny dutifully said. 

“Thank you, sweetheart.” 

Penelope’s gaze had been riveted on her gift. Finally she 
looked up, an expression of awe on her face. “Ginny, did you 
make this?” 

“I did, yes. It’s crocheted, from a pattern | got from the 
Internet.” 

Tracy heard the slight quiver of defensiveness in her 
voice, and noticed she swallowed hard. 

“My goodness, it’s exquisite! It’s the finest table cover 
I’ve ever seen. And it’s perfect for Gran’s table. Thank you!” 
Penelope immediately got up from her chair, came over, 
and hugged Ginny. 

Tracy could see how pleased Ginny was with the gesture. 
Penelope carefully set the tablecloth back in the box. As she 
had with all her gifts, she then passed this one around. 
Gasps of delight and words of praise accompanied the 
tablecloth as it traveled from woman to woman. 

“I’ve never seen such delicate crochet,” Samantha 
Kendall said. “This really is exceptional work, Ginny.” 

Tracy had never felt more proud of her family, or her 
newest coworker. Pride shone from Ginny’s eyes, and wasn’t 
that lovely to see? 

Tracy received the box from her aunt and took a turn 
fingering the delicate lace. If she hadn’t known Ginny had 
made the table cover, she’d have thought it had been 
purchased at an upscale linen boutique. 

Before long, the last of the gifts had been opened, and 
Bernice Benedict invited everyone to help themselves to 
some sandwiches and pastries. 


“Your cream puffs just get better and better.” Her mother, 
Heather, bit into one, the look on her face pure bliss. “That 
last batch you brought over, | put into the freezer so your 
father wouldn’t eat them all in one sitting.” 

Tracy grinned. “Poor Dad. He does love his sweets. Didn’t 
you tell him that last batch was low fat and with artificial 
sweetener?” 

“Of course not! That would just rob him of his pleasure 
when he filches them behind my back!” 

Tracy shook her head as her mother headed off to chat 
with Aunt Anna. She’d only taken a couple of small finger 
sandwiches for herself. Not feeling particularly in the mood 
to eat, she poured herself a cup of tea and found a quiet 
corner in the great room to sit. 

In the last few months, she’d been blessed to watch the 
beginning of four different families. Her friend and boss, 
Kelsey, had been wooed and won by her cousins, Matt and 
Steven Benedict. Susan, their sister, just last month married 
a couple of wildcatters—Colt Evans and Ryder Magee—who 
positively lit up her life and were her perfect mates. Not to 
be left out, Susan’s other brothers courted and finally won 
Penelope. 

And then she’d made a new friend a few weeks ago when 
Tamara Jones landed in the laps of Morgan and Henry 
Kendall. 

She’d made another new friend at that time, too. 

Since she’d hit puberty and discovered boys, Tracy Jessop 
had only wanted one thing in life. When she’d been thirteen, 
she'd fallen in love with a young man who rightfully, at the 
time, treated her like a kid sister. 

She wasn’t a kid any longer, and she loved him still. For 
all the good it does me. He still thinks I’m a kid. 

“There you are, sweetheart. What are you doing, tucked 
away in the corner?” Grandma Kate didn’t wait for an 
answer. Teacup in hand, she just sat herself down beside 
Tracy. 


“Hi, Grandma Kate. | just thought l’d take a quiet 
moment. Penelope got a lot of beautiful gifts, didn’t she?” 
There was no way she’d admit to having a small, if 
inappropriately timed, pity party. 

“She did, indeed. I’m so thrilled that she’s going to be a 
member of this family.” 

Tracy grinned. “Because you were the one to bring her 
and the geek boys together?” 

Kate’s laugh, soft and melodious, turned Tracy’s grin into 
a real smile. “Oh, | didn’t do much. All | did was hire 
Penelope to conduct a much needed assessment of our 
environmental practices. Those three young people did the 
rest, all by themselves.” 

Tracy didn’t believe that one bit. In recent times, those 
who were unmarried and happy to be so had been giving 
Grandma Kate wide berth. She leaned forward now, and 
whispered, “The cousins are all still trying to figure out how 
you arranged for Tamara to land at the airfield for Morgan 
and Henry.” 

Kate sent her a coy look. “I didn’t do anything per se, but 
there might have been a prayer or two involved.” She took a 
sip of her tea. “It’s good to have Julia home again, isn’t it?” 

“Oh, yes. | was happy for her, first working for Benedict 
International, and then getting that job in public relations 
with the Port Authority in New York City. But I’m glad she 
decided to come home.” Tracy was looking forward to 
getting together with Julia tonight. She had a feeling that 
something had happened to upset her friend not that long 
ago. She sensed a sadness in her, just below the surface. 
Tracy made a mental note to apply the wine liberally tonight 
and see what she could pry out of her. 

“| do recall that the two of you have always been as close 
as sisters, despite the five years between you,” Kate said. 

“We were—we even used to call each other sister, when 
we were kids.” 


“There’s nothing wrong with that.” Kate set her cup back 
on its saucer, then shifted in her chair and turned her very 
potent gaze on Tracy. 

“And what about you, sweetheart?” 

Tracy had learned to recognize that look and that tone 
over the years. “Me?” / need to do better than that if | want 
to deflect Grandma’s patented probe. 

“Yes, you. You’re such a patient woman, Tracy May Jessop, 
and far more patient than I’ve ever been. Of course, that’s a 
lovely quality in anyone.” 

“Thank you, Grandma Kate.” Maybe she misread that 
look. 

“You're welcome. But sometimes, patience doesn’t get 
the job done, sweetheart. Sometimes a woman has to just 
risk it all for that one chance to grab her heart’s desire.” 

Tracy met the older woman’s gaze. Kate reached out and 
patted her hand. “Tracy, have you never read Sarah 
Carmichael Benedict’s journal?” 

“No. | never have.” She’d read Amanda Jessop-Kendall’s 
journal, of course. But somehow she’d just never gotten 
around to reading Sarah's. 

“PIL give it to you before you leave today. Read it. Sarah 
was a patient person, | believe, too. But she managed to 
reach out and grab her heart’s desire.” Then Grandma Kate 
actually giggled. “Thank goodness for us all.” 

“Thank you. I’d love to read it. But—” 

“Boldness is what’s required, Tracy. In my heart, | believe 
that once you make that first move, Jordan and Peter will 
take care of the rest.” She got to her feet and brushed a 
hand down her skirt. “Now come and join the party, 
sweetheart. We’re about to cut into that wonderful cake you 
made.” 

Grandma Kate walked off. Tracy realized her mouth was 
hanging open, and she closed it with an audible snap. How 
does that woman do that? 


She’d thought her love for Jordan Kendall and Peter 
Alvarez was her secret. She frowned. Perhaps her cousins 
were wise to worry about Grandma Kate, though for her 
part, all she could muster was a seed of hope. 

If Kate Benedict believed that reading Sarah’s journal 
would help Tracy get Jordan and Peter’s amorous attention, 
then by golly, that’s just what she’d do! 

x OK OK XK 

“Mr. Kendall, it’s so good to see you again, sir!” 

“Hello, Andre, how are you?” 

“Very well, sir, thank you. Please, right this way, your 
party is waiting.” 

The maitre d’ led him though the main dining area toward 
the back of the restaurant. He could have saved the man 
the trouble. As soon as he entered the room, he spotted 
Peter. No, that wasn’t quite right. More, he became aware of 
the other man, as if they were somehow connected. A 
special kind of warmth opened up inside him whenever he 
and Peter were together. 

So this is what being in love feels like. Of course he knew 
what being in love felt like, as he’d been in love for years. 
Not that he necessarily felt free to do anything about it. 
Jordan closed his eyes. He’d had a dream all his life of 
forming his very own, unique family. And he wondered if 
with Peter, that dream could be just a little bit closer to 
reality. Or was it a dream destined to live only in the realms 
of his imagination? 

Peter got to his feet, his smile the best sight Jordan had 
seen in days. It had been almost a week since they’d seen 
each other. Careers—his own and Peter’s—had kept them 
apart. 

He’d been hiring workers and putting together the 
schedule for a new shopping complex he’d won the bid to 
build on the outskirts of Waco. As for Peter Alvarez, Jordan 
didn’t really want to know what it was the man had been up 
to, exactly. If he didn’t know, he couldn’t worry about it. Or 


rather, he couldn’t worry about it in anything more than 
general terms. 

Peter was a Special Agent with the DEA, assigned to the 
Dallas office. 

“Jordan, hello.” Peter’s hand met his own. 

Warmth filled him as their hands clasped. Along with that 
sense of homecoming, a measure of arousal raced through 
him that he immediately tamped down. It wouldn’t be a 
good idea to sport an erection for all to see in Dallas’s most 
famous steak house. 

“Hello yourself,” Jordan said. He turned to Andre. 
“Thanks.” 

The sommelier appeared almost instantly. Usually, Jordan 
appreciated prompt service. But he’d been so looking 
forward to this moment all afternoon. He would rather he 
and Peter could be left alone for just a few damn minutes, 
first. 

Hiding his irritation with the server, he focused on Peter. 
“You know wines better than | do. Why don’t you order 
something for us?” 

Peter grinned. “Hm, a chance to educate your palate. I'll 
take it.” After a quick scan of the wine list, Peter looked up 
at him, “We'll start with an exceptional Merlot.” To the 
server, he said, “We'll have the 2003 Twomey.” When the 
waiter nodded and left them, he said, “It’s from Napa Valley. 
| think you'll like it.” 

“As long as you don’t call it a pretentious little minx with a 
teasing hint of whatever, I’m good.” 

Peter laughed. “Who do you know who’s a wine 
connoisseur?” 

Jordan smiled. “The geeks both like wine, and they both 
have incredible memories for facts, figures, and wine 
reviews. Josh does a great imitation of a pompous 
gourmand. You should hear him sometime. It’s funny as 
hell.” 


“Ah, the cousins who are marrying the pretty Penelope in 
a few weeks.” 

Jordan chuckled. “Even with Grandma Kate’s help, I’m 
amazed those two got Penelope Primrose to say yes.” 

The sommelier returned with their wine. Of course, the 
man then had to go through the usual ceremony of pouring 
out a bit for Peter to taste, and ultimately approve. 

Once they were alone again, Jordan said, “I wonder if 
anyone ever tastes the selected wine, spits it out, and asks 
for something else?” 

Peter laughed. “It would almost be worth the 
embarrassment sometime to do that, wouldn’t it, just to see 
what the server does?” 

They each took a sip of their wine. “A couple of the guys 
in the office suggested | try this place, actually. They said 
it’s one of the best steak houses in the entire country. I’d 
been meaning to come before now, just never got around to 
it.” 

Jordan shrugged. “Y.O. is my favorite restaurant in Dallas. 
| couldn’t think of a better place for us to get together.” 

“God, when the maitre d’ found out | was ‘the Kendall 
party,’ | thought he was going to trip over himself taking 
care of me.” 

Jordan knew Peter well enough to understand that his 
teasing was half joke, and half genuine chagrin. 

“It can be uncomfortable, sometimes,” Jordan said. “It’s 
not as if I’ve ever done anything to deserve being fawned 
over like that. | just happened to have been born into a 
wealthy family.” 

“One of the things | admire about you and your family is 
that none of you puts on airs of any kind. You don’t act like a 
trust fund baby in any way at all.” 

“God, my fathers would shoot me if | did. Not to mention 
what my mother would do if she ever got wind of me acting 
like an asshole.” 


“Your mother’s a lovely woman, but yeah, | would be 
scared of her, too.” 

“One of the things | like about you,” Jordan toasted him 
with his glass of wine. “You’re a very perceptive man.” 

“Speaking of your family, how is everyone?” 

“Good. Morgan and Henry are trying to talk Tamara into a 
wedding sooner rather than later. She thinks they should 
wait until the business gets well and truly off the ground. Be 
interesting to see who wins that one.” 

“My money’s on the spitfire,” Peter said. “Gutsiest woman 
| ever met. Are your brothers still promising to break my 
kneecaps over that little dustup at the airfield last month?” 

Jordan chuckled. “No, they’ve relented. Likely because of 
the spitfire.” He took another sip of his wine. It wasn’t half- 
bad. “My parents are good, of course. They send their 
regards.” 

“And Tracy? Have you seen her lately?” 

He and Peter had been talking about Tracy off and on as 
they’d been getting to know each other. That had been 
unavoidable, as every time they were in Lusty together, 
they had just sort of naturally gravitated together, the three 
of them. 

It had always been Jordan’s dream to one day settle into 
the same kind of relationship as his great-great- 
grandparents had enjoyed, the same kind of ménage his 
great-uncles Cameron, Desmond, and great-aunt Monica 
had lived. He wanted a family. He wanted to find a wife and 
a husband and settle down in Lusty, Texas. / have no 
business thinking happily-ever-after and Tracy in the same 
thought. 

“Tracy’s well. Everyone says she should get her butt to 
New York. The French Culinary School has a campus there. 
She’s certainly got the talent to become a world-class pastry 
chef.” He was proud of her, and absolutely adored her 
pastries, and that was the only way he should be thinking of 
her. 


“Jordan?” 

Jordan sighed. He knew why Peter was looking at him with 
that half-pitying expression on his face. He was in denial 
when it came to Tracy Jessop. He knew that. “She’s just a 
kid, Peter. | know the sparks are there, for all three of us. 
And yes, | know how rare that is.” 

“She’s not a kid, Jordan. She’s twenty-four years old— 
certainly old enough to know her own mind and plan her 
own life.” 

“|I don’t want us to do anything to get in the way of her 
pursuing her dream.” 

“Maybe you should find out if we would be.” Peter 
lowered his voice. “This isn’t an either-or situation. It’s like 
you said, there are sparks for all three of us, and that /s 
rare.” 

Jordan couldn’t deny that the image of the three of them 
rolling around on his bed, naked and needy, kept popping up 
on the IMAX screen of his imagination. He just didn’t want to 
make the wrong move and end up making a mistake. “We'll 
see,” he said and damned himself for a coward when just 
that ambivalent possibility made Peter smile. 

They each opened their menus and began to peruse the 
culinary options. 

“Since this is one of your favorite restaurants, what do 
you recommend?” Peter asked. 

“That depends.” Jordan smiled. “How adventurous are 
you?” 

“That depends”—Peter tilted his head slightly to the side 
and lowered his voice—“on the occasion and the company.” 

That deepened tone of Peter’s felt like fine velvet being 
brushed along his skin. Good thing he was sitting, his lap 
partially hidden by the low-hanging tablecloth. There wasn’t 
much he could do to suppress this erection. He smiled at 
Peter and imagined the man naked. “Noted for future 
reference. As for the here and now, the Buffalo Filet Mignon 
is one of their more famous creations.” 


“Why would their chef get his steak from New York? | 
thought Texas had the best steaks in the country.” 

Jordan snickered. “Not Buffalo, New York. Buffalo, as in 
bison.” 

Peter looked at him for a long moment, his expression 
blank. “You mean, as in ‘give me a home where the Buffalo 
roam...'?” 

“That would be the one.” Jordan said. 

“Huh. Well.” Peter cleared his throat audibly. “Have you 
ever had it?” 

“I have, and on more than one occasion.” Since Peter 
looked so damned attractive when he was nonplussed, 
Jordan relented. “It’s very tender, and | thought a bit 
sweeter than beef. | liked it.” 

“Then | guess l'Il give it a try.” 

They both ordered the buffalo and a side of grilled 
asparagus and one of baked sweet potatoes, both to share. 

“I’m going to waive an appetizer, in favor of having 
dessert.” Peter closed the menu and handed it to the server. 

“That sounds good, l'Il do the same,” Jordan said. 

When they were alone again, Jordan rested his arms on 
the table, the posture bringing him just a bit closer to Peter. 

“It’s been a month since we first met.” 

“It has, exactly.” Peter mimicked Jordan’s pose. “I was 
thinking about that as | was driving here tonight. It’s been a 
very fast month, in some ways.” 

“And slow as hell in one very significant way.” Jordan met 
Peter’s gaze and held it. “It was a good idea, just taking the 
time to get to know each other, before moving on to the 
next level. I’m glad we decided to move slowly. It felt right 
to do that.” 

“Yes, it did.” Peter reached out and gently ran his finger 
over Jordan’s hand that rested on the table. 

Jordan couldn’t suppress the shiver of need that raced 
down his spine any more than he could prevent himself from 
discreetly looking around. It was early yet, and the 


restaurant not even at half capacity. More importantly, no 
one sat close enough to have seen Peter’s affectionate, 
teasing gesture. 

He caught the slight hint of something in Peter’s gaze, 
just a flicker, before it cleared. They had gotten to know 
each other fairly well in the last month, enough so that 
Jordan knew what he’d seen. He understood why Peter 
would be a little disappointed in him from time to time, 
since it was a reaction he shared. 

He disappointed himself often enough. It wasn’t that he 
was ashamed of being bisexual. He wasn’t. He just felt that 
his sexual orientation was an intensely private matter. 

And maybe that’s just bullshit. 

Perhaps it was time to think about changing—himself, his 
reactions, and his own perceptions. One change in 
particular, he’d waited long enough to make. 

“I’ve scheduled a couple of days off, and | have an 
overnight bag in the car. We own a building not far from 
here, with apartments that are reserved for family. I’m 
booked in for the next few days. So after we indulge 
ourselves in the restaurant’s dessert selection, why don’t 
we have another, more delectable dessert of our own? Your 
place or mine?” 

“I have an early-morning thing | need to go to, so | won’t 
have as long with you as I'd like, tonight. But when it’s 
done, | can be clear for the rest of tomorrow, and the time 
you're here in town. | have vacation time coming,” Peter 
said. 

There were always going to be outside commitments. 
Jordan understood and accepted that. “Sounds perfect,” he 
said. “Question still stands.” 

“We'll start out at mine for tonight, if that’s okay. I’ve 
wanted you in my bed since | met you.” The look Peter sent 
him heated his blood and stirred his cock. 

The waiter arrived with their dinners. Anticipation ran hot 
and heavy through Jordan’s veins. He wondered if he’d be 


able to taste a single bite of his meal. 


Chapter 2 


“That was so good.” Julia Benedict punctuated her 
comment by running her finger along the plate, and licking 
off the tiny bit of cream and powdered sugar she gathered. 

“Thanks.” Tracy raised her glass to toast her friend. 
“There’s nothing like a totally inappropriate dinner of sweets 
and wine to make a woman feel mellow.” 

“And since | brought my pj’s, | can get as mellow as | 
like.” Julia helped herself to another glass of wine. She 
poured some into Tracy’s glass, too. 

Her friend didn’t seem to notice that Tracy had only had a 
couple of sips from her glass. Good, my plan is working. 

“So, what’s it like in New York? | mean, I’ve visited a few 
times, of course, but I’ve never actually lived there. | hear 
it’s exciting, the most exciting city in the world, full of bright 
lights, lots of music, and handsome men.” Tracy said the 
last two words with special emphasis. 

Julia scoffed. “Yeah, right. It’s big, it’s noisy, and it’s 
crowded. Full of smooth-talking sailors who're all full of that 
any-port-in-a-storm mentality. Oh sure, they say they’re 
interested in intimacy—but it’s just sex they have on their 
brains, nothing more.” As if she just realized she said too 
much, Julia took another sip of her wine. And then, “Give me 
Texas any day. | am so glad to be home.” 

Uh-oh. Tracy observed her friend for a long minute. “Do 
you want to talk about it, Jules?” 

Julia didn’t pretend not to know what Tracy was talking 
about. “Not right now. Maybe later. It’s just...” 

Tracy knew Julia well enough to understand that whatever 
it was, Julia had been wounded somehow, and that wound 
was still too raw to discuss. 

“You know I’m here for you, right?” 

Julia reached across Tracy’s small dining table and 
clutched her hand. “I know. I'll likely cry all over your 


shoulder before too long. Just not tonight.” 

Tracy turned her hand over and squeezed back. “Okay.” 

“What | really want to hear about is you. How’s your love 
life been?” 

“In a word? Nonexistent.” 

“Well hell’s bells, girl, what are you waiting for? Or...has 
Jordan found another woman?” 

“No. He has found another man, but that’s good. Better 
than good.” Tracy sighed. “It’s perfect. He’s perfect. The two 
of them together are perfect.” 

“Wow, that’s a lot of perfectly perfect...um...perfect.” 
Julia’s eyes glittered in merriment. “My first question—which 
you didn’t answer by the way—stands. What are you waiting 
for?” 

Tracy shrugged. “I was waiting for him to make a move. 
When Jordan met Peter, there was this instant connection 
between the two men, and I was so happy, because when | 
met Peter, it was the same for me.” Tracy paused, because 
every time she replayed in her mind the times she’d spent 
with the two men in the last month, she couldn’t help but 
have high hopes. Peter Alvarez flirted with her outrageously, 
yes. But when he looked at her, when their gazes met, there 
was such heat in his eyes. In Jordan’s, too, though he 
usually was pretty quick to douse it. 

“Hmm, is this Peter good enough for you and Jordan?” 

Trust Julia to ask that. She was always looking out for 
those she considered “hers.” Both she and Jordan had fallen 
into that category, years before. 

“Peter is Special Agent Peter Alvarez, of the DEA. Not only 
is he good enough, he’s a descendent of the original 
Mendez family.” Tracy went on to tell Julia about his coming 
to town, undercover, and about what Peter still referred to 
as the “dustup out at the airfield” when he got shot. 

“Good thing he wasn’t badly hurt. So, again, what are you 
waiting for?” 

“Have you been talking to Grandma Kate?” 


“Of course. | talk to her every day. In fact, she’s always 
been the one member of my family I’ve always confided in. 
That hasn’t changed. Anyway, I’m staying at the Big House 
until my own house is ready for me. The town trust insisted 
on painting it and installing a new kitchen. It’s nearly done.” 
Julia smiled. “I get the feeling everyone wants me to stay in 
Lusty.” 

“Of course we do. And with your new job in Waco, there’s 
no reason you can’t commute. A lot of people do just that.” 

“Tracy?” 

Tracy sighed. Julia Benedict had certainly earned the 
nickname “bulldog” when she was younger, and apparently 
New York living hadn’t robbed her of any of that particular 
trait. 

“Grandma Kate gave me Sarah’s journal to read. She 
seems to think it will inspire me.” 

Julia looked at her for a long minute. “I had no idea 
Grandma could be so sneaky,” she said. 

Now Tracy’s curiosity was piqued. “Sneaky, huh?” 

“Very. Have you read it yet?” 

“No, | just got it this afternoon. But | will. lII read it first 
chance | get.” 

“See that you do, young lady.” Julia wagged her finger. 

Tracy laughed. It certainly was good having her cousin 
and best friend home again. They’d declared themselves to 
be sisters of the spirit when Tracy had been ten, and Julia a 
much older fifteen, and no one in the families had ever 
made fun of that pledge—likely because there’d been so few 
females born to Jessops, Kendalls, or Benedicts. The families 
were swimming in Y chromosomes. 

Tracy decided it was time to lighten the mood. “What do 
you say we pop that first movie into the DVD and forget 
about men for a while?” 

“I say, sister-mine, | am so there.” 

A lighter mood for now, Tracy thought. But she would find 
out what had hurt her friend. And then she’d decide what to 


do about it. 
x OK OK OX 

Peter followed Jordan over to the Kendall Plaza so he 
could park his car in the underground garage. It only took 
Jordan a moment to grab his bag and get into Peter’s car. 
During the fifteen-minute ride from there to Peter’s 
apartment which lay just out of the downtown area, neither 
of them said a word. 

The time for talking was past. Peter’s emotions were so 
wired at the moment he damn near vibrated. And he could 
tell just by looking at him that Jordan felt the same way. 

His apartment door closing behind them sounded like a 
gunshot blast. 

“Can | offer you a drink?” He’d been in the place for six 
weeks, and had recently stocked his bar and his fridge. Wine 
for himself and beer for Jordan. That’s what he and Jordan 
were, in a way. In some things they had totally different 
tastes. But it didn’t mean they were a bad mix. 

“No, thanks. Nothing to drink for me.” 

Jordan looked over his shoulder at him, and the heat in his 
eyes nearly seared Peter to the bone. Without another word, 
and as if he’d done so a hundred times before, Jordan 
sought out the bedroom. 

Peter followed him, his pace deliberately slow when what 
he wanted to do was race, the way his heart was racing. 

Preparations had consumed Peter and fired his blood just 
that afternoon. He’d been busy and filled with anticipation. 
He’d put fresh sheets on the bed and turned the light down 
to burn low when he'd left. He’d also set out an unopened 
box of condoms and a fresh tube of lube. 

Just in case. 

Now he stopped at the doorway, taking a moment to 
capture this picture, to savor it. Jordan finally stood in his 
bedroom, in what he hoped he would soon consider his 
bedroom, too. 


Peter had always been one to know instinctively what he 
wanted. All his life, he’d made choices that seemed at best 
to be random. He hadn’t been in Lusty, Texas, long when he 
knew what he wanted his life to be years in the future. He 
wanted a house just on the edge of the small central Texas 
town, with a couple of kids, and Jordan Kendall and Tracy 
Jessop as his forever-mates. 

“I want you so damn badly I’m shaking.” 

Jordan’s confession smoothed Peter’s jitters. He couldn’t 
help but smile. 

“Me, too. I’m torn between seeing how fast we can make 
each other come and taking this first time nice and slow, 
Savoring it.” 

Jordan dropped his overnight bag where he stood then 
turned and took two steps toward him. Peter also took two 
steps, which brought him within touching distance. 

Two strong men meeting on even ground, on equal terms. 

“| haven’t even kissed you yet.” Peter reached out and 
touched Jordan. It seemed as if the heat from Jordan’s body 
seared his palm, then rushed into his bloodstream. A light 
stroke of his hand across Jordan’s shoulder turned into a 
longer, trembling caress down his chest, across his pecs. 
Thrilling, this first touch of the man who would in moments 
become his lover. 

Even more thrilling, Jordan’s caress of his chest tripped 
his heart and hardened his cock. 

“So kiss me.” 

Peter didn’t know which of them moved first. He only 
knew incredible bliss as his lips brushed Jordan’s, as that 
man’s flavor drenched his tongue. Lips on lips, tongues 
mating in a slow and sensuously erotic dance, Peter let go 
the waiting and plunged deep into the having. 

His arms enveloped Jordan even as he felt himself 
enveloped, held him close as he himself was held close. 

Hot and heavenly, wet and wild, Jordan’s taste filled him, 
humbled him, and made him burn with a deeper desire than 


he’d ever known. 

Their lips parted. Forehead resting against forehead, they 
both fought for breath. 

“First time isn’t going to be nice and slow.” Jordan stroked 
his hands up and down Peter’s back, pressing the ridge of 
his cock against his own. 

One kiss, one clench, and Peter didn’t know if he could 
control the need surging within him. 

“No,” Peter agreed. “Not slow.” 

Another time he’d take great care to slowly strip the 
clothes from his lover’s body, to kiss every inch of exposed 
flesh. Tonight, though, this first time, need evolved into 
desperation in a heartbeat, clamoring to be fed. 

They inched away from each other only far enough to 
have room to strip. In less than a sigh they reached for each 
other again and groaned as naked flesh met naked flesh, as 
Skin kissed skin, the slide and brush and friction a hot flame 
to the kindling of their passion. 

Lips locked and Peter shivered as the sweet torment of 
lust grew. So many sensations rushed him at once. The hot, 
wet essence of Jordan’s mouth, his eager tongue dueling 
and dipping vied with the glorious feeling of Jordan’s naked 
cock, hot and stiff, rubbing against his own. 

“Now. | need your mouth on...ah.” Jordan’s sentence 
ended on a sigh when Peter fisted his cock. Peter caressed 
him with a firm, rhythmic stroke and felt his own enveloped 
and pumped in turn. Peter knew what Jordan needed, 
because it was what he needed, too. 

“On the bed, sweetheart. Together.” How had he ever 
believed this first time could be slow? He’d sensed this 
would happen, that their passion for each other would ignite 
the instant they touched. 

The bed caught them, cradling them while hands swept 
and petted and grasped. Fingers touched and teased, 
swirling, dipping, and then surrounding. 


Heat enveloped him. Peter felt it enter his soul, filling and 
completing and warming all those parts of him that had 
been cold and empty for so very long. He stretched up and 
laid his mouth on Jordan’s, a fast, deep kiss of joy and 
celebration. 

Then he worked his way down Jordan’s deliciously sexy 
body, using his lips and tongue to sip and savor his lover’s 
flavor. He charted a path of pleasure down his body, 
nuzzling his face in the light dusting of hair that covered 
Jordan’s chest. He breathed him in, willing his lover’s 
essence to become his essence. 

“We're both shaking.” Peter looked up and met Jordan’s 
gaze. “We’re both trembling for each other.” 

“Are you Surprised? | knew the first moment I laid eyes on 
you that this would happen.” 

Peter recalled the first time their gazes locked across the 
expanse of the dining room at the IHOP a few miles from 
Lusty, Texas. He didn’t know he could have a moment like 
that, a kind of cosmic righting of his world. And actually, in 
recent times, he’d had two of them. He smiled at his soon- 
to-be lover. “I’m not surprised, no. | am grateful.” 

“Peter. Now, please.” 

Peter laid a hand on Jordan’s stomach just above his cock, 
a signal for his lover to stay exactly as he was, sprawled out 
on the bed. Peter moved, turned himself around so that 
together they formed the classic sixty-nine position, and 
without waiting another moment sucked Jordan’s cock into 
his mouth. Jordan managed to turn onto his side, and then 
the heat and moisture of Jordan’s mouth returned the favor. 

Peter shivered as lust and arousal raced through him. He 
sucked Jordan deep, using his tongue to caress his shaft and 
the cavern of his mouth to draw on his cock. The salty tang 
of pre-cum awakened his taste buds, feeding a need in him 
bred through the bone, to the very core of what made him. 

The taste of cock, the feel of it in his hand, these things 
had always been a turn-on for him, as much of a turn-on as 


he got setting his mouth on hot pussy. He’d had more than 
one male lover in his life, and more than one female. 
Enough to recognize the difference in his reactions to and 
feelings for the two people he’d met in Lusty. 

Jordan was the first person—the first man—he’d actually 
fallen in love with. The difference lifted him, excited him, 
and thrilled him. Passion and tenderness wove together, one 
loving thread that not only connected them but that made 
everything between them somehow better, and more. 

The play of Jordan’s hand against his thigh, then up 
across his hip to his ass made Peter’s entire body clench. 
Unable to resist the urge, he thrust his hips forward. 
Jordan’s groan around his cock told Peter his lover 
appreciated the dominant gesture. 

Peter sucked, swirling his tongue up and down the shaft 
of Jordan’s cock, and felt his actions returned to him. He, 
too, reached out to stroke the flesh of thigh and hip. His 
hand caressed the naked globe of Jordan’s ass, the skin soft, 
the muscle beneath firm and enticing. 

Feeling his arousal begin to climb toward eruption, Peter 
thrust his hips again, small fucking motions that were nearly 
all reflex. He needed to taste Jordan’s seed as he came, 
needed that more than he needed his next breath. 

So close now, Peter let his fingers trace the crack of 
Jordan’s ass, pushing between the cheeks until he felt the 
pucker of Jordan’s anus kiss his finger. 

Jordan shivered and drew heavily on Peter’s cock, sucking 
the seed right out of him. As Peter’s climax exploded, he 
pressed one long finger against Jordan’s rosette, sinking in 
deep. 

Spurt after spurt of his lover’s juice erupted into his 
mouth, and Peter drank with total abandon. 

x OK OK XK 

Jordan came awake as he sometimes did, completely 

alert, fully rested. A strip of clear window between the 


bedroom curtains let him know the sun hadn't yet risen. A 
very slight motion beside him drew his attention. 

“You're getting up?” 

“Yeah. Didn’t mean to wake you.” Peter turned from his 
side to his back. 

Jordan turned to face him, raising himself up on one arm. 
He used his free hand to stroke Peter’s chest. 

“I’m glad to be awake. | didn’t want you to just leave me 
sleeping here. How soon do you have to go?” 

“I have to be at work at three.” 

Jordan frowned. Federal agents meeting at three could 
mean only one thing. Peter was about to participate in a 
predawn raid somewhere in a city that had grown more 
dangerous in the last twenty years. The Dallas of today 
didn’t bear much resemblance to the Dallas of his youth. 

He knew Peter sensed his worry. The last thing he wanted 
was to send his lover off into a dangerous situation with one 
more concern on his plate. Jordan’s problem with Peter’s 
career really was Jordan’s problem. He knew that. 

“So is there time for shower games, first?” 

Peter chuckled. “A shower, period. I’m afraid the 
bathroom here is rather small. | don’t know how much room 
there is to actually play, but I’m game if you are.” 

Jordan grinned. “If we can’t play safely, l'Il take what | can 
get. Tonight, why don’t we go to my place? We have Kendall- 
sized beds and bathrooms.” 

“Kendall-sized?” 

“Mmm.” Jordan had become distracted by the sensation 
of Peter’s hand stroking down his chest and finding his cock. 
His hand caressed it lightly before heading back up to his 
chest. “Big enough for four or more.” 

“A hedonist’s delight,” Peter said. He seemed inordinately 
fascinated with the way his fingers combed through Jordan’s 
chest hair. 

Jordan’s cock had surged to life and now stood proud and 
hard and hungry. The heat from his lover’s body warmed 


him. The scent of his lover’s body pulsed through him, 
sending his arousal even higher. 

“No, you’re a hedonist’s delight.” Jordan leaned down and 
kissed him, his lips hard and urgent, his tongue bold as it 
tasted him. “Let me show you.” 

“| don’t have a lot of time.” Peter’s breathing hitched, and 
his eyes glittered with excitement. 

Jordan realized he wasn’t the only one who appreciated 
the occasional Dom-play. 

“I’m so triggered right now that it won’t take long. | need 
to fuck you.” 

“Good, because | need to feel your cock inside me.” 

Jordan wasted no time. He moved, raising himself up, 
using his hands to help Peter turn over and get on his knees. 

The sweet button of Peter’s anus beckoned, and Jordan 
bent over him, using his tongue to stroke and moisten. 
Peter’s gasp, curse, and then groan, accompanied by a solid 
thrust of his ass toward Jordan, made for a wonderful 
reward. Blindly, unwilling to take himself away from this 
particular delight, he reached toward the bedside table, and 
the condoms and lube waiting there. 

Jordan pressed in with his tongue at the same time his 
fingers tore open the foil pack. 

“Oh, God, that feels so fucking good.” 

“Baby, your ass really wants my cock. It’s opening like a 
perfect little rosebud.” Jordan continued to use his tongue 
and lips to taste and tease. Peter’s hips pushed back 
rhythmically, a sure sign his lover’s fires had been lit. 

Jordan slid the condom into place in seconds. He took 
precious seconds to stroke a coating of lube on his latex- 
covered cock. He stroked his cock twice more as he 
straightened and closed in on Peter. 

“You're wet and ready. | don’t think you need any more 
lube, do you? Do you want me to play with you some 
more?” 

“Damn it, Jordan, just fuck me!” 


Jordan grasped Peter’s ass cheeks, spread them, and 
touched his cock to the moistened pucker. Then he pressed 
forward, strong and sure, and sank into him balls deep on 
the first thrust. 

“Ahh, yes.” 

Peter’s groan of bliss echoed inside Jordan’s chest. Unable 
to stop himself, he pulled out nearly all the way then 
plunged home again.” 

“Oh, God. More. Damn it, | need—” 

Jordan gave him more, thrust after thrust that was hard 
and deep and fast. He’d never plundered a lover this way. 
He felt his need spiral out of control and pounded his cock 
into Peter. Reaching forward, he grasped Peter’s cock, 
pumping it in time with his thrusts. 

Sounds of greedy gorging filled the room. The smell of sex 
and musky man permeated the air. Jordan’s blood raced, his 
heart thundered, and he could only reach and reach and 
reach some more. 

He cried out as his orgasm shot out of him. The cock in 
his hand jerked, and Peter’s deep shout of satisfaction 
signaled his lover’s climax. 

They came together long and hard, collapsing together as 
rapture receded slowly, very slowly, to satiation. 

Jordan became aware of the man struggling for breath 
beneath him and the scent and feel of his sweat soaking his 
chest. 

“| didn’t hurt you?” 

“No. Fucking A.” 

Jordan chuckled because that was such a dated reaction. 

“You can play Dom next time and return the favor,” he 
invited. Lured by emotions rolling through him, he placed a 
kiss on Peter’s shoulder then carefully pulled his cock out of 
him. 

“That’s a deal.” Peter sighed then groaned as he raised 
himself to roll over and face Jordan. 

“Now it'll have to be a very fast shower.” 


Jordan smiled. “You go ahead. l'Il make some coffee for 
“You should go back to sleep, Jordan. Then | could wake 
you up later when | come home.” 

“I'll go back to sleep when you do.” Jordan wasn’t going 
to tell him the complete truth although he suspected Peter 
would know it, regardless. 

“PIL stay here, if you don’t mind, and wait for you. For 
now, let’s haul ass. I’ve got some work | can do on my 
laptop while you're gone.” 

Peter’s expression told Jordan he didn’t have to explain, 
and that was fine. His problem, he’d have to find a way to 
deal with it. For now, he’d keep vigil until Peter got home. 
There was no way in hell Jordan could sleep while the man 
he loved was in the line of fire. 


us 


Chapter 3 


The predawn chill reached out with sharp talons, piercing 
his jacket, even working through his flack vest, giving Peter 
a shiver that felt bone-deep. Crouched beside a half-broken 
brick wall, he waited, gun drawn, senses on alert. 

The small Bluetooth lodged in his ear kept him apprised of 
the progress of the operation. Men and women were still 
moving into place, reporting in, and waiting for the team 
leader and Peter’s boss, Mac Dwyer, to give the word. 

Peter kept his gaze trained on the rundown white-frame 
house that was the focus of this particular multiagency 
operation. Inside, no light shone and no sound resonated. 
By all appearances the residents of the small building in this 
worn-out south Dallas neighborhood were sound asleep. 

Peter, along with every member of this task force, knew 
that appearances could be, and sometimes were, deceiving. 

“Team five, in place.” The message whispered in Peter’s 
ear. Team five was the last of them. Teams one and five 
were assigned to the front and back doors, respectively. 
Teams two through four had the responsibility of 
Surrounding the house, covering the windows. 

Once entrance had been gained, the bulk of the team 
chosen for this operation—the men and women of the Dallas 
PD—would come from across the street, make arrests, and 
begin to transport suspects to various holding facilities 
across the city. 

No one knew how many people, exactly, occupied that 
house. No one knew how many weapons they might 
encounter. 

Involved in this morning’s adventure were more than 
twenty DEA agents, as well as a number of Dallas PD 
officers, state cops, and even two special agents on loan 
from ICE—Immigration and Customs Enforcement. 


Since the communication disasters between all the 
agencies of the previous decade, the feds were all just one 
big happy family now. 

Or so the Department of Justice would have us all believe. 

“All teams, stand by.” Mac turned to Peter. “We'll get a 
little closer, now.” He looked from Peter, to the other two 
agents accompanying them, Marilyn Porter and Emilio 
McPhee. 

Peter nodded his readiness as did the others. They were 
team one. 

Inhaling deeply, he narrowed his focus and felt his cop 
instincts come together until they formed a presence within 
him that was nearly palpable. A stray image penetrated that 
Shield of attention, the picture of Jordan as he’d left him, 
opening his laptop at the kitchen table, getting ready, not 
really to work, Peter knew, but to hunker down and wait for 
his safe return. 

Cops’ spouses have the lousiest job of all. 

Peter fought back his smile. That wasn’t the first time 
he’d thought of Jordan in those terms, and it sure as hell 
wouldn’t be the last. But he needed now to bring all his 
attention to the job. He’d promised Jordan he’d be back 
soon, with the unspoken codicil that he’d be back whole and 
uninjured. 

He didn’t want to break his promise to his lover. 

Beside him, he heard Mac inhale deeply before saying, 
“Let’s go.” 

Peter kept low to the ground as he sprinted toward the 
northwest corner of the house. Littered with refuse and 
broken bottles, the yard proved one of the more challenging 
obstacle courses he’d run in recent memory. Low, fast, and 
quiet added delicate into its mix. Unlike the images flashed 
on television crime dramas, tonight’s slate of feds not only 
sported navy-blue Windbreakers with their agency name 
blazoned in yellow, they wore hiking boots instead of wing 
tips or discreet pumps. 


Inner-city neighborhoods were a jungle with their own 
unique characteristics, and modern cops learned to adapt. 

Peter worked to control his breathing and steady his 
nerves. All his senses focused now on the house, on the 
unknown waiting just on the other side of the door. Truth to 
tell, most raids came off without a hitch, and without a 
single shot being fired. 

Most, but not all. Agent preparedness was one ingredient 
of that success. Total and complete surprise in the execution 
of the ops was the other. 

Go in hot, together, fan out, surround, locate and 
neutralize. Every situation was unique, but every situation 
had common elements. 

“On two.” 

Beside him and in his earpiece, Mac’s calm and steady 
voice announced the beginning of the countdown. Peter was 
as ready as he was ever going to be. 

“One. Two.” 

Emilio, on the left of the door, pivoted forward and kicked 
the semirotten wood in. A similar noise exploded from the 
back of the building. Crouched, flashlight held crossways 
over his Sig Sauer P228, Peter stormed into the house. 

“Federal agents! Freeze! On the floor, on the floor, now!” 

The scene exploded from dead silence to screaming 
chaos in seconds. Agents and cops streamed into the small 
building, each one shouting, rousing the occupants who 
came up swinging and swearing. Agents tossed the found- 
ins toward the filthy carpet, holding them at gunpoint, 
holding them down, waiting. 

Lights came on, both literally and figuratively as the 
people inside the crack house came to groggy wakefulness, 
some naked, the rest nearly so. The stench of dirty bodies, 
stale beer, and opiates fouled the air. What little furniture 
the flophouse held looked beyond worn, and Peter didn’t 
want to think about what some of the stains on the several 
bare mattresses scattered about might be. 


He held two male suspects at gunpoint until he was 
relieved by two uniformed officers of the Dallas PD. Mac had 
located the so-called tenant of the home, Mickey Silas, and 
served him with the local, state, and federal warrants the 
task force had obtained. 

Mickey appeared to be under the influence of either drugs 
or alcohol, a fact no one wearing a badge found surprising in 
the least. 

“Okay, let’s get searching. | hope you’ve had your shots.” 
Mac’s sotto voce comment nearly made Peter laugh out 
loud. Around him lay the worst pigsty he’d ever seen. He 
tucked his gun back into its holster and pulled out a pair of 
plastic gloves. 

“Should have brought a hazmat suit,” he said. 

Outside, the transport vehicles had pulled up to the curb. 
Cruisers, lights flashing, had closed off the street. The 
uniformed Dallas PD officers began the loading of the 
prisoners, one at a time. The chaos of the bust had settled 
down into an angry, seething rage that every officer there 
knew well and felt to his bones. 

This was no time to relax, but to be extra vigilant. It 
wasn’t over until it was over. 

Confident that he was covered by uniformed officers who 
stood vigilant and with guns drawn, Peter began his search, 
but kept his senses alert. Just because the perps had 
quieted didn’t mean they were meekly accepting their fate. 

Mac and Marilyn were also hands in, searching. As part of 
a Justice Department task force on drug trafficking, they’d 
targeted one specific cartel that had been increasing in 
influence in this area of the state. This flophouse was just 
another conduit by which that cartel flooded illegal 
substances into the United States from South America, via 
Mexico. 

Peter had personally fired the first salvo in this particular 
war just over a month before when he’d been able to scoop 


up a shipment of diamonds destined as payment to that 
organization across the border. 

His attention was caught by one of the perps, an 
arrogant-looking man of Hispanic descent who managed to 
look in control even half-naked and with his hands cuffed 
behind his back. With greasy black hair, dark eyes, and a 
pride that wrapped around him like a cloak, Peter put the 
perp’s age at around twenty-two. He bet the kid was used to 
getting what he wanted and talking his way out of most 
jams he found himself in. 

The kid’s unwavering stare started to unnerve him. “What 
are you looking at, pal?” 

“You. Working with the gringos, their pet Mexican. | 
recognize you, amigo.” 

Peter tilted his head to one side. Used to racially 
motivated jabs by perps and felons, he’d grown a very thick 
Skin. It just depended on the situation, whether his heritage 
was being played up, or down. Some sneered at him as if he 
was lower than dog shit on a shoe. Some appealed to him, 
trying for a measure of male bonding. Neither attitude 
moved Peter in the least. 

Since the young suspect was probably Mexican himself, it 
wouldn’t be unexpected for him to try some form of the 
latter, attempt to initiate a friendly exchange and appeal to 
Peter’s emotions. Anticipating him, Peter said, “What, | 
remind you of your big brother?” 

“Nah. You remind me of a face on a wanted poster, 
amigo, the face of a diamond thief.” 

Peter felt the chill from earlier return. “What did you just 
say?” 

The kid snickered in response. “Don Miguel is not too 
happy with you, Officer Alvarez.” 

Peter worked hard to hang on to his composure. “That’s 
Special Agent Alvarez to you, amigo.” 

Mac, who'd been within hearing distance, stepped over. 
“What’s your name, punk?” 


“Maybe | don’t got no name. Maybe | got ten.” He 
Shrugged with practiced insouciance. “Maybe | was 
abandoned as a baby and have been homeless ever since. 
Who knows?” 

Peter shook his head and shot a quick look at Mac. When 
his boss shrugged, he moved. It proved a simple matter to 
pick the kid up and slam him down on his belly. A quick 
search of his jeans’ pockets turned up a wallet. 

“Hey, cop, keep your fucking hands off my junk!” 

“Trust me, I’m sure as hell not interested in your junk...” 
Peter thumbed through the wallet until he found what he 
was looking for—a driver’s license. “Enrique Smith. Really? 
Smith? Couldn’t you come up with anything better than 
that?” 

“Fuck you, asshole.” 

“You ever notice that no matter where or when or who, 
these little pricks all say the same thing—‘fuck you’?” Mac 
said easily. 

“And fuck you too, gringo.” Smith spat. 

Mac didn’t bat an eye, just grabbed the attention of a 
uniform cop. “Get this kid out of here. This one goes in a box 
all by himself until | get a chance to talk to him some more.” 

Peter did his best to appear unruffled, despite the fact his 
heart pounded in his chest. 

“| don’t fucking like that one bit.” Mac’s voice came out 
just above a whisper. His gaze followed the kid as the cops 
took him out to be transported and processed. “I don’t like 
that he had your name, or that he knew you were the one to 
grab those diamonds.” 

“I’m not too happy about that fact myself. Shit.” 

“Christ Almighty.” Mac ran a hand through his hair. “Damn 
it all to hell, we have a leak.” 

Peter felt Mac’s rage wash over him, and it matched his 
own. 

“We have a goddamned fucking leak,” Mac said again and 
exhaled heavily. “Okay, let’s finish the preliminary work here 


and then turn the scene over to the locals. l'Il have a go at 
our little friend, there. And then, my boy, you and | need to 
talk.” 

“Yes, sir.” Peter was all for that, but it took effort to put 
away his emotions and just do the job. 

It didn’t take long to finish their preliminary sweep. No 
paperwork or documents of any kind tied the inhabitants of 
this shack with the Ramos drug cartel. The drug haul, on the 
other hand, would be enough to incarcerate everyone found 
in the premises this morning for a good long time. 

They seized enough cocaine, marijuana, and 
methamphetamine to ensure that the trafficking charges 
would stick. 

Back at headquarters, spirits ran high. They’d arrested 
over fifteen suspects, closed one conduit, and all without a 
single shot being fired. The operation had been deemed an 
unqualified success. 

No one dwelled on the reality that this had been a small 
bite of a bigger prey. In all likelihood, Ramos would have this 
one conduit replaced before the end of the week. 

You take the victories you can take. Peter understood that 
was the only thing any of them could ever do. There were 
no long-term victories in this war. There were only small, 
temporary ones. 

Peter arrived in the conference room ahead of his boss. 
Checking his watch, he realized he’d already been gone 
from home longer than he’d anticipated. Stepping back out 
of the room, he headed to his desk, an area where he could 
be assured of a modicum of privacy. 

He pulled out his cell phone and hit number one on the 
speed dial. Jordan answered on the first ring. 

“Peter?” Jordan’s voice sounded only a little anxious. 

“Yeah. I’m fine, no problems. Things went off like 
clockwork, not even a shot fired. We have a last minute 
meeting here at the office, though.” 


“That can be a pain if your meetings are anywhere near 
as boring as mine.” 

Peter grinned. “They can be. But | don’t think l'Il be much 
more than another hour, tops.” 

“Take the time you need to take. l'Il be here.” 

“That’s good to know. l'Il see you when | can.” 

“Drive carefully.” 

Peter nearly laughed at the caution, because he knew 
Jordan’s sense of humor and understood his lover was 
making fun of his own anxiety. 

“Always.” Peter disconnected the call and slipped the cell 
phone back into his pocket. As he headed back toward the 
conference room, he saw Mac. More, he noted the man’s 
grim expression. 

I’m not going to like what he has to say. There was 
nothing Peter could do about whatever information Mac had 
gleaned. The only thing he could control was how he 
reacted to it—that, and he could make damn sure he kept 
whatever threat there existed against him to himself. 

x KOK XK 

Tracy closed Sarah’s journal and set it down. The day that 
had dawned with brilliant sunshine had taken on an overcast 
hue, with light gray clouds covering the sky. Restless, she 
walked out onto the balcony of her one-bedroom apartment 
that sat near the edge of town. 

Lusty boasted a number of small buildings such as this 
one, none of them more than three floors, at each end of 
town. Just down the hall from her own second-floor 
apartment, her coworker Ginny Rose and her son Benny had 
the spacious two-bedroom apartment that used to be 
Kelsey’s. 

It was a nice building in a nice town. Anytime she wanted 
to, Tracy could go and visit her parents, who lived less than 
six blocks away. Most of her friends—who happened to be 
cousins far removed—lived within walking distance. Today 
was Friday, and as she’d done on every Friday, she’d tidied 


her apartment and done her laundry. Soon, she’d leave for 
her job at Lusty Appetites. She’d work until five, because in 
the last few weeks, she’d had Friday as her leave-early day. 

In short, Tracy’s life was nice and safe and boring. 

“Boring, boring, boring. How the hell did | ever expect to 
get those two strong men to move on me, living such a 
boring, pathetic existence?” Long in the habit of talking to 
herself out loud, she didn’t expect an answer. 

Tracy looked over her shoulder to the coffee table, at the 
closed journal of Sarah Carmichael Benedict. She’d read the 
journal of her other great-great-grandmother, Amanda 
Jessop-Kendall, more than once. Now there was a woman 
who didn’t wait to let things happen to her. She’d gone out 
and seized a career for herself at a time when that simply 
wasn’t done, then seized two lovers the same way. 

Of course, Sarah had turned out to be a woman of action, 
too. It didn’t take any effort at all for Tracy to imagine Sarah 
rising from the water of the river and, naked, claiming the 
men she'd come to love. 

Unable to resist the temptation, Tracy picked up the 
journal and opened it to the passage that had sped her 
heart and started her mental wheels in motion: 

It is true, and should be noted, that men, left to their own 
devices, generally muck things up. | want to make one 
thing, therefore, perfectly clear. It wasn’t my dear husbands 
who took that first step to bring us together in love and 
intimacy. It was I. 

|, who had been sold into marriage by my father to a man 
who didn’t want me. |, who had been the target of paid 
assassins. Il, who had fallen hopelessly in love with not one, 
but two handsome gunslingers. | did not know if we would 
survive to the end of our journey. But after all | had been 
through, | refused to die a virgin, not knowing a man’s 
touch, or a man’s love. Not knowing the touch and the love 
of the men who had captured my heart. 


The decision was made subconsciously, | believe, as | rose 
from the river, wet and clean and oh, so hungry for a delight 
l’d never tasted. | knew only a few moments of doubt and 
fear. What if they didn’t want me as I hoped they would? 

But then they turned, as one. They saw me, as one. And 
as one they came to me, and I knew they did indeed want 
me as desperately as | wanted them. 

Tracy felt her cheeks heat as she realized why it was 
Grandma Kate had given her the book, and the implied 
action she should take. Fortunately—or maybe unfortunately 
—there was no river in sight. Tracy gently placed the journal 
on the table once more. 

The shimmer of an idea began to take hold, and Tracy 
gasped because the idea was so bold, so un-Tracy-like, that 
the strength went out of her knees. She sank to her chair 
and actually considered it. 

Her hand automatically went to her mouth to stifle a 
giggle. In the next instant she had both hands covering her 
mouth, and the heat of embarrassment colored her cheeks 
in earnest. Oh my God, that would be perfect! But did she 
have the nerve to dare to actually do it? 

“Well, girl, that depends. Do you really love those two 
men, or do you just think you do?” 

Good question. Tracy was nearly one hundred percent 
certain she was all the way in love with them both. 
Everything she’d heard listening to Kelsey and Susan 
chatting, everything she’d read on the subject, all that she’d 
learned living in Lusty combined told her these emotions 
running hot inside her—emotions she’d had for Jordan for 
years—had one name, and it was love. 

When she’d met Peter Alvarez last month, she’d known 
he was meant to be hers and Jordan’s. 

Jordan had gone to Dallas, to spend a few days with Peter. 
She’d overheard him reserve one of the penthouses, so she 
knew where they could probably be found. Both men had 
likely booked time off work to spend together. 


The only question was, could she enact her brazenly bold 
plan? 

Tracy snatched up her portable phone and quickly keyed 
in a familiar number. It was answered on the second ring. 

“Lusty Appetites, Kelsey speaking.” 

“Hi, it’s Tracy. | am coming in to work today, but | was 
wondering, could | have the weekend off?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“Wow, just like that? No questions? No request for a 
doctor’s note, or anything?” 

Kelsey laughed. “Nope. You want it, you’ve got it.” 

Tracy heard the sound of Kelsey moving and guessed she 
was taking the call into her office. 

“Or maybe | should amend that to, you can have the time 
off if you’re planning to finally let a certain couple of 
someones know how you feel about them.” 

My God, did everyone know her secret longing? “Um, 
that’s the plan.” 

“Then, great. l'Il see you when you get here.” 

Tracy hung up, and then, before she could change her 
mind, dialed a second number. 

“Kendall.” 

“Hi, Jordan, it’s Tracy.” 

“Hi, sweetheart. What’s up?” 

“| need a favor.” 

“Name it.” 

Tracy scrunched her eyes closed and crossed her fingers. 
“I’ve come up with a new dessert, and | need a couple of 
taste testers. | was wondering, could | come by tonight and 
get you and Peter to sample it?” 

“Hell, we’d both be delighted, Tracy, but we’re in Dallas.” 

“Yes, | know and, see, that’s perfect, as | really have to be 
in Dallas tomorrow, anyway.” That is, she did because that’s 
where those two buff studs were. 

“Well, in that case, come on by. We’re at the Plaza, at the 
penthouse | usually use.” 


Tracy smiled. He didn’t offer to tell her the number, 
because he knew that she knew which one he meant. They 
really had been close almost all their lives. If Tracy had her 
way, they were about to get a whole lot closer. “Great! | 
should be there around seven.” 

“Seven. The perfect time for dessert. It’s a date. We'll see 
you then, honey. Drive carefully.” 

“Will do. See you then.” Tracy hung up the phone and all 
but threw it onto her coffee table. 

“Oh my God, oh my God.” She’d done it! She’d really 
done it. 

“No you haven’t. Not yet. You’ve just made arrangements 
to do it.” 

She jumped up from her sofa and headed to her bedroom. 
Throwing open her closet door, she rummaged through the 
contents until she came up with what she intended to wear 
for the most important date of her life. 

She pulled it out and hung it on the top of the door. The 
coat, sleek and black, came to just above her knees. Four 
buttons and a belt, it was just right for what she had in 
mind. 

She held out her hands and watched them shake. One 
bold move, do or die. Now all she had to do was decide 
between chocolate syrup and strawberry. 


Chapter 4 


Smoke rose lazily from the end of his cigar, the aroma of 
the finest Cuban tobacco filling him with a sense of 
relaxation and accomplishment. A soft breeze swirled the 
light blue stream around his head, looking very nearly like a 
halo—a concept that made him smile. The air then carried 
the smoke off toward the mountains behind him. The sun 
shimmered on the coast below, the view from the patio on 
his private hacienda outside of Culiacán, as always, filling 
him with pride and tremendous satisfaction. 

As a young boy scrambling for his living in the streets of 
Mexico City, Miguel Ramos had come to associate the scent 
of cigars with great wealth and power. At night, when, 
homeless, he would hide in the shadowed corners of 
alleyways, he’d watch as the rich and powerful would amble 
from club to club. Hunger pangs clawed at his belly, yet it 
was the scent of those expensive cigars that represented to 
him who and where he would one day be. 

So many years ago. On the outside, Miguel had traveled 
worlds away from that filthy street urchin he’d once been. 
On the inside, a small vestige of that child remained still. 

He would never go back to having nothing, to being 
nothing. Anyone who got in the way of his keeping that 
sacred vow to himself would be dealt with severely. 

“Excusa, Patron.” 

Miguel looked up from his contemplation of the ocean and 
fixed his attention on his houseman. 

“Yes, Tomas? 

Tomas blinked, and Miguel understood he’d forgotten his 
master’s preference to have English spoken in his home at 
all times. “Juan Pecos is here. He would like to speak with 
you, Sir.” 

Miguel nodded. He’d been expecting Juan to report in. 
“Have him wait for me in the study.” 


“Si, graci—yes, thank you, sir.” 

Miguel took one more draw on his cigar and then set it 
down. He never regretted leaving behind his moments of 
relaxation in favor of conducting business. Business had 
given him all he now possessed, and business would give 
him all he wanted to claim for his own in the years to come. 

Soon now, his business would bring him more wealth than 
that dirty street urchin had been capable of even imagining. 

As he moved from his terrace into the house, he opened 
his senses to consciously appreciate the luxury with which 
he’d surrounded himself, to wash away the images of the 
past. 

He made himself remember the poverty and squalor of 
his early years for a few moments every single day. Miguel 
believed if he never forgot, then he would never return to 
that abysmal existence. 

Inside his office, his employee awaited him, looking more 
than a little nervous. This was yet another outward sign of 
his success. Miguel Ramos held great power within his 
hands, and men quaked in fear of that power, and of him. 

He liked that a lot. 

“Report.” He sat behind his desk and did not, of course, 
invite Juan to sit. 

“I kept the house in Dallas under observation before and 
during the police operation. It was exactly as the gringo said 
it would be. The raid took place just before dawn. That one 
the gringo named, Alvarez? He was there. It appeared as if 
he was perhaps one of the supervisors, for he was with the 
commander.” 

“I see. So, how much of Silas’s merchandise did they 
get?” 

“Enough to make them believe they did very well.” 

“And you have the replacement base ready to go?” 

“Yes, sir. We’ll be in operation again by this evening.” Juan 
smiled then. “I would say we will be in business just in time 


to slack what will have become a very desperate need for 
some customers.” 

Miguel observed Juan for a long, silent moment. 
“Excellent. | trust you will have no trouble getting back to 
Dallas and seeing to it that things run smoothly for us from 
now on.” 

Juan didn’t answer because only one answer was 
acceptable, and presumed. He simply nodded and left. 

He knew Juan wondered why he didn’t order something 
be done about the federal agent he’d been ordered to watch 
for, the man who had already cost Miguel a small fortune in 
diamonds. 

Miguel hadn’t become powerful and wealthy by trusting 
those beneath him. Juan would carry out one part of his 
plan. For that troublesome federal cop, he would pursue a 
different tack entirely. 

Taking his cell phone out of his pocket, he dialed a long 
distance number from memory. The call was answered 
immediately. 

“Tell me you have something useful for me,” Miguel 
ordered. 

“Yes, sir, | do have some useful information for you. Not 
only that, | know something about your target that is quite 
Surprising, really, considering he’s a Fed.” 

The voice on the other end of the phone held echoes from 
his own youth. As Miguel listened, he felt his excitement 
rise. This was even better than he’d dared to hope for. This 
new man showed great promise. 

“That is excellent! Can you get close to the secondary 
target, then?” 

“Yes, sir. When | discovered the connection, | let certain 
things be known to certain people. If he reacts as expected, 
I'll not only be able to track his movements electronically, 
I'll be very close to him, as well.” Miguel listened as his man 
gave him the pertinent information. He sat back in his chair 
and thought that perhaps another cigar was called for. Not 


only did Miguel now have a way to exact his revenge on the 
man who had cost him a great deal of money, but he also 
had a means to discredit the bastard, as well. He smiled. In 
discrediting one American federal agent, he could stain the 
entire agency—perhaps even their Department of Justice, 
itself. 

He would wait until he had verified from another source 
the truth of what he’d just heard. In the meantime, his new 
man needed a measure of praise, and instructions. 

“Excellent. | expect you to let me know once you're in 
position. Do not move on your target until | tell you to do 
so.” 

“Yes, sir, | will wait for your orders.” 

Miguel disconnected the call and closed his phone. 
Satisfaction spread through him. It wouldn’t be much longer 
before his thirst for vengeance was quenched. Special Agent 
Peter Alvarez would soon discover what harsh fate awaited 
anyone who dared to cross Miguel Ramos. Ramos grinned. 
He wished he could see the look on that agente’s face when 
he realized he was a dead man. 

x OK OK XK 

Tracy had never been so scared or excited in her entire 
life. She’d stashed her overnight bag in the trunk of her car, 
and hopefully it wou/d be needed—but not too soon. On the 
seat beside her in a tote bag were two-thirds of the 
ingredients for what she hoped would be a dessert those 
two strong men wouldn’t soon forget. 

| can’t believe I’m actually going to do this. 

As she'd stood in front of her closet door that morning, 
wavering, she’d called Julia. She didn’t know if she’d 
expected her best friend to talk her out of this scheme, or 
not. Tracy smiled now, thinking of Julia’s enthusiastic 
reaction to the plan, and the way she’d even raced over to 
her apartment and helped her pick out the contents of her 
overnight bag. Julia’s advice had especially included what 
“dessert” toppings to use. 


Ahead, the lights of Dallas beckoned. She could probably 
make her way to the Kendall Plaza almost by rote. She’d 
worked for a year in this city and during that time had 
gratefully lived in one of the family suites there. Now, as she 
headed to the familiar destination on what might very well 
be the most important night of her life, she couldn’t help but 
think back over the path she’d traveled to get to this pivotal 
appointment with her destiny. 

No matter what moment in her life she reflected back 
upon, two constants anchored her—her family, and her love 
for Jordan Kendall. 

She simply couldn’t recall a time when she didn’t love the 
man. She’d always believed that she and Jordan would come 
together when the time was right. To her, it felt as if they’d 
been mated in another lifetime, so instinctive seemed her 
feelings for him. When he’d confided in her, oh so many 
years before, that he was as attracted to men as he was to 
women, she’d not batted an eye, or thought anything 
strange about it. Somehow, that, too, seemed right to her— 
almost as if it had been that way before, in that previous 
lifetime they’d shared. 

While she couldn’t recall when she’d fallen in love with 
the man who was also her brother’s best friend, she could 
quote date and time, down to the minute, of when she'd 
fallen in love with Peter Alvarez. Those emotions had 
exploded the first moment they’d met at her cousin Susan’s 
commitment party. 

Tracy had understood almost immediately that the sexy 
newcomer and Jordan were drawn to each other. She’d 
accepted that the two men had needed to get to know each 
other and begin to explore their relationship together first, 
before either of them could really see her. 

That, too, seemed to be as it should be—as if in that 
previous life they’d been mated before they knew her. 
Thoughts of her own ancestors’ love story, of how Amanda 
Dupree had fallen for and taken on Adam Kendall and 


Warren Jessop, flitted through her mind. Tracy shrugged. 
She supposed stranger things than reincarnation could 
happen. Who was to say? 

Tracy navigated the off-ramp and then made her way into 
the heart of the city. Traffic seemed unusually light, and 
before she was really ready for it, she parked her vehicle in 
its usual spot in the underground lot at the Plaza. 

As she emerged from her car, the belt of her raincoat 
loosened just a bit. With something akin to panic she 
grasped the ends of it and pulled them tight again. 

Completely reckless and totally daring, she’d left the 
buttons of the coat undone. If the belt came free, the coat 
would open and reveal what she wore under it. 

Which is nothing at all but a smile. Tracy didn’t know 
whether to giggle or turn tail and run. 

“No running away, Tracy May Jessop. You have to seize 
the moment. Think of your great-greats. Bold action has 
been bred into your bones. Think of Amanda and Sarah. 
Think of finally making love under those two, yummy, strong 
men.” 

Her voice echoed in the cavernous underground parking 
garage, which did make her giggle. 

She bent over to reach for her purse and the tote bag that 
held what she hoped would be a taste of paradise for the 
men. Cool air swooshed up under her coat and tickled the 
cheeks of her butt. She felt as if her assets were exposed for 
the entire world to see. Locking the car, Tracy resisted the 
urge to giggle again as she headed toward the elevators. 

If she survived the next few minutes, it would be a 
miracle. One sober wave of trepidation washed over her. 
Rather than push it away, as she always did when this kind 
of fear attacked, she decided to face it head-on. 

If the men rejected her, it wouldn’t really be the end of 
her world. She knew she’d get over it. Probably. In a decade 
or two. 


She turned her key in the slot, and when the doors 
opened, slipped into the penthouse elevator. In a heartbeat 
she was whisked up to the top floor. 

Tracy swallowed her nervousness and tried to master her 
trembling. No more time for thinking, no more time for 
anticipating and for certain, no turning back. The elevator 
doors opened, she stepped out, walked down the hall to 
penthouse B, and knocked on the door. 

Within a minute, the portal swung open. Looking 
scrumptious in jeans and sweater, his mahogany hair 
gleaming with streaks of dark red, Jordan Kendall damn near 
stole her breath. 

“There you are!” Jordan reached out and took her hand. 
The snap and sizzle of contact traveled up her arm and 
flooded her senses. He drew her into the apartment, kissed 
her cheek, then put his gaze on the tote bag she carried. 

“Come on in. Peter and | have been trying to guess what 
delectable goodies you have in store for us.” 

He slipped his arm around her shoulders as he sometimes 
did, and walked her down the short hall into the apartment 
proper. 

The sound of voices she didn’t recognize nearly had her 
tripping over her own feet. 

They emerged into the living room, and it was all Tracy 
could do not to shriek. Two men she’d never met before 
appeared to have relaxed and settled in for the duration— 
one on the divan, and another in one of the large leather 
arm chairs. 

“Hey, Tracy!” Peter stood beside the shelving unit that 
held the stereo system, a selection of CDs in his hands. He 
set them down and came over to her. Jordan stepped back, 
and Peter moved in, wrapped his arms around her, and gave 
her a hug. Being enveloped in his arms felt as electrifying to 
her as Jordan’s touch had been. She had no doubt 
whatsoever. She was so gone over both of these two strong 
men. 


He stepped back and met her gaze, one eyebrow raised. 
Belatedly, she realized that as his hands had smoothed over 
her back, he might have felt what she wasn’t wearing under 
her coat. 

“These are a couple of friends of mine, Jerry Mitchell and 
David Campbell.” Jordan performed the introductions, 
oblivious to Peter’s assessing look. “Guys, this is Tracy 
Jessop, one of my cousins some number of times removed.” 

“Hi, Tracy. A cousin, huh? A kissing cousin?” Jerry asked. 
She saw enough twinkle in his eye to make her just a bit 
uncomfortable. Now that look, Jordan caught. 

It delighted her when Jordan frowned at his friend in 
response. 

“Nice to meet you, Tracy,” David said. 

Jordan reached out toward her. “Here, honey, let me take 
your coat.” 

“No!” The word emerged more or less as a squeak, and 
she stepped back, removing herself from Jordan’s reach. 

Jordan furrowed his brow, confusion plainly visible all over 
his face. Tracy felt herself blushing. Helpless to do anything 
else, she turned and met Peter’s gaze. 

His eyes widened, whether in response to her strange 
behavior or in understanding, she couldn’t say. 

“Holy...uh...shit. | forgot to tell you, Jordan.” Peter’s 
expression turned anxious as he let his gaze move from her 
to Jordan. “Tracy called earlier to tell us she could only pop 
in for a couple minutes because she had to um...meet those 
people. Over at that place. About that thing. And, um, we 
were supposed to go there with her. And...we’re late. Yes, 
we’re very, very late.” Peter exhaled and then stared hard 
at Jordan. 

Tracy fought the urge to laugh. She knew she looked odd, 
her gaze bouncing from one man to the other, clutching the 
front of her coat as if it was a lifeline. She couldn’t help it. 
Terror of imminent mortification kept her frozen to the spot. 


Jordan looked from her to Peter once more. She could see 
he didn’t have a clue about what the hell was going on. He 
turned to his friends. 

“Sorry, guys. | guess we'll have to get together another 
time.” 

“Hey, no sweat, Jordan.” Jerry got to his feet and gave 
Jordan a playful punch in the arm. “Give us a call when 
you're free.” 

“Yeah, don’t worry about it. We’re going to be seeing a lot 
of each other once we break ground on that Waco Outlands 
project.” 

“Thanks, guys.” 

The men shook hands with Peter and her and tossed in a 
couple of “nice to have met you” type of comments directed 
at them both. Jordan walked his friends to the door. Tracy 
listened to their casual talk but didn’t allow herself to look at 
Peter, or to move. She barely even breathed. 

The sound of the door closing echoed loudly down the 
hall. She heard no footsteps because the apartment was 
carpeted. And then Jordan was back, moving slowly into the 
room, gazing from her to Peter. 

“Okay, what’s going on? Tracy, | thought you were 
bringing over a dessert for Peter and | to taste test?” 

Tracy cleared her throat. Oh, God, could the situation be 
any more awkward? She'd envisioned the end result of her 
derring-do, but not the middle part. Not how they all went 
from standing, looking at each other to there. 

Peter reached out and took the tote bag from her 
nerveless fingers. “I’m pretty sure she’s done exactly that,” 
Peter said. 

Her gaze snapped to him, because his voice had gone 
deep and soft. She said nothing, though, as he opened the 
bag and looked inside it. 

He grinned and passed the bag to Jordan. 

Jordan looked inside the bag and then looked up, his 
confusion still in place. “Chocolate sauce and whipped 


cream. There’s more, isn’t there? Something to put these 
on? Or are you going to make that here?” 

“Yes, there’s something more.” She’d come this far. 
Jordan still didn’t seem to get it, but she thought Peter did. 
He let his gaze wander down her body then back up again in 
a slow, provocative perusal. Oh, yes, she really liked the 
look of smoldering heat in his eyes. 

A few feet separated her from the men. Mentally crossing 
her fingers, and taking a deep breath, she reached down, 
untied the belt to her coat, and then let the garment slip 
from her shoulders to the floor. 

“Sweet Jesus.” Jordan’s eyes went wide as his gaze 
traveled over her naked body. His expression turned avid, 
and his breathing hitched. Tracy dared a peek of her own 
and felt everything inside her ease up at the evidence of the 
rapid and rather impressive arousal growing in his pants. 

“I promised you a confection you've never tasted before, 
and here it is—me.” 


Chapter 5 

When you’re naked and out on a limb, time sure slows 
down. 

Tracy found herself out of patience. “Damn it, if you don’t 
want me, just say so. This waiting is shredding my nerves.” 

“Don’t want you?” Jordan finally met her gaze. He'd 
repeated the sentence as if the words had been spoken in a 
foreign language. He looked at Peter, who returned his 
stare, nodding slightly. 

Jordan turned his attention back to her. “My God, 
sweetheart, I’ve wanted you since | understood what 
wanting was all about.” He shook his head once, as if 
coming out of a fog. And then he took the two steps 
necessary to bring him to her. 

“I wanted you when I had no business doing so, when you 
were much too young for a jaded man nearly a decade 
older.” 

His smile looked a little sad, and Tracy wanted to reach 
out and touch it. 

“It got so that every time I’d see you I'd think, ‘Tracy is so 
hot and so completely off-limits.’ It became a habit.” 

“You've never been jaded.” It was going to be okay. Well, 
at least until they understood one tiny little detail. She’d 
told them, kind of, but she’d bet they hadn’t been paying 
attention. 

Relaxing as best she could, Tracy looped her arms around 
Jordan’s neck and cozied her breasts against his sweater- 
covered chest. “And | am not too young for you anymore.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Jordan, I’m twenty-four years old.” If it weren’t for the 
fact that his arms had come around her and his hands were 
very seductively stroking her back and her bottom, she’d be 
worried. 


“No, | mean, are you sure about this? Once | taste you— 
once we taste you—! don’t think we'll be able to let you go. 
Not without one hell of a knock-down, drag-out fight, at any 
rate.” 

Tracy extended one hand beyond Jordan’s shoulder, 
reaching for Peter, needing to feel connected to him, too. 
She needed him to be there, close and touching them both. 
He didn’t hesitate, just stepped forward and took her hand. 

“Maybe I’m the one who won't let go. Did you ever think 
of that?” 

Jordan’s quick grin warmed her inside and out. “Think 
you're going to be possessive, do you?” 

“No thinking involved. | know I am. | always have been 
when it came to you.” 

Jordan’s expression turned serious once more. “Peter and 
| are lovers. Are you sure you want to be in this kind of a 
ménage relationship?” 

Tracy wondered what more she needed to do to convince 
this stubborn man that she knew her own mind, and her 
own heart. 

Peter sighed. “Jordan?” 

“Yes, Peter?” 

“There’s a totally naked, totally hot, and eminently 
desirable woman in your arms, man, and she wants you. 
She wants us. So do something, other than talk her ears 
off.” 

“Right.” 

Jordan gave her that grin again, the one that melted her 
insides. His aroma surrounded her, and she breathed him in. 
Could he feel how fast her heart beat? Did he know just 
being held in his arms pleasured her? She didn’t have a 
chance to ask because just then he drew her closer and laid 
his mouth on hers. 

Sweet and gentle, his lips grazed back and forth over 
hers. Finally she could taste him, his essence. HiS was a 


flavor her soul recognized. His was a heat her body drank in 
as if that heat alone would be her salvation. 

When his tongue stroked out, brushed her bottom lip, she 
opened to him, accepted the oral invasion, and reveled in 
the wet glide of him inside her. Need wrapped in joy wound 
through her. As she drank him, she rubbed her breasts 
against his chest. The wool of his sweater abraded her 
nipples, and she longed to feel the flesh of his body flush 
against hers. His hands felt hot against the skin of her back, 
and she longed to immerse herself in him completely. 

A third hand stroked her, nape to ass. Tracy shivered. 
Peter’s touch fed the flames of her passion. He curled his 
fingers down so that he cupped her bottom, then teased 
them back and forth close, oh so very close, to her wet and 
swollen feminine folds. 

“Come on, greedy, share.” 

Tracy blinked. Peter’s teasing tone startled a laugh out of 
her. Jordan eased back and grinned at Peter. 

“You shouldn't call Tracy greedy. She’s waited a long time 
for our first kiss.” 

Peter chuckled and moved closer. Tracy loved that he 
wrapped one arm around her and then one arm around 
Jordan. 

She didn’t Know what it was she just saw flare in his eyes. 
When he leaned over and kissed Jordan, she moaned. The 
sight of their lips mating, the way Jordan closed his eyes and 
Slanted toward Peter filled her with such a sense of 
rightness. Her heart raced, and her nipples hardened. 

Just a bit of moisture seeped out of her pussy. 

Peter lifted his head from Jordan then turned and claimed 
her lips for his own, too. 

Ambrosia. She tasted Jordan in his kiss, and a savory 
essence she recognized as Peter’s unique flavor. The two 
tasted wonderful together. 

Hot and carnal, moist and savory, Peter’s kiss drenched 
her senses. She leaned into the both of them, needing the 


both of them. She felt surrounded and aroused, cherished 
and free. 

When Peter raised his head, she realized they were all 
three breathing hard. She could feel the outlines of their 
cocks through the material of their trousers. Both men 
rubbed themselves against her, and she hungered to feel 
those cocks naked on her flesh. 

“Are you two going to get undressed?” 

Jordan bent down and kissed her, a light, chaste kiss. 
“Yes. Yes, we’re going to get undressed, and yes, for sure we 
are going to have you. But before this goes any further we 
need to ask you something, first, sweetheart.” 

Just by the words he’d chosen, she knew what he was 
going to ask. How could she not? She’d lived in Lusty all her 
life except for the year she’d come to Dallas to work. Even 
then, there’d been enough family around that she'd felt safe 
and secure—an4d, inevitably, scrutinized. 

Tracy tilted her head to one side. This was the one barrier 
She had feared would be insurmountable. So close to 
actually having these two strong men for her lovers, she 
decided then and there she wouldn’t let it be a deal breaker 
for them. She was having them, come hell or high water. 

Tracy would make no apologies for her answer to his 
question, either. Loving Jordan, waiting for him, how could 
she be sorry for the truth? 

The best defense was a strong offense, or so her brother 
the football fan always said. That thinking had been the 
major reason she’d chosen to show up here tonight, naked. 
But big, bold moves really weren’t her forte. She’d had the 
one in her and spent it wisely. 

“All right, Jordan. Ask your question.” 

“Tracy, sweetheart, are you a virgin?” 

Peter’s sudden indrawn breath told her he’d not 
anticipated that. Jordan looked at the other man, raised one 
eyebrow, and turned his attention back to her. 


There’d be no blushing now, and no shying away from the 
truth. Honesty ran deep in her, but then, so did 
determination. She let her answer reflect both of those 
traits. 

“Not for much longer, | hope.” 

“No,” Jordan said, his voice softer. “No, sweetheart, not 
for much longer.” 

“You waited for us.” Peter bent to her and kissed her 
lightly. “Thank you for that.” 

“It wouldn’t have mattered, sweetheart, if you hadn’t 
waited. | need you to know that. But I'd hoped you would,” 
Jordan said, “although | had no right to hope such a thing, 
since | was so absolutely not going to touch you. | probably 
Shouldn’t admit this, but I’m very grateful that you’ve taken 
the decision out of my hands.” 

“Ten years ago | was too young for you,” she said softly. 
“I’m not anymore. I’ve wanted you for the longest time. I’m 
having you. You need to get over your habit of thinking I’m 
off-limits.” Tracy grinned. 

Jordan rolled his eyes at her. “Just when | was beginning 
to understand you weren’t too young, | decided | couldn’t 
have you because everyone said that you could be the 
country’s top pastry chef. There was no way | was going to 
interfere with a career path as golden as that.” 

Tracy smiled. “Did it ever occur to you to ask me what / 
wanted?” 

“It occurred to Peter.” Jordan looked down the length of 
her, and the heat in his gaze as he visually caressed her 
nearly seared her. “So, Tracy”—Jordan’s voice sounded a bit 
strained—“what do you want?” 

“I want a couple of things. First, | want the men among us 
to get naked.” 

“We can strip in seconds,” Peter said. “What else do you 
want, sweetheart?” 

“You. Both of you. | want you on me. | want you in me. | 
want to know if everything I’ve ever seen, heard, and read 


about is real, or not.” 

Tracy squeaked when Jordan scooped her into his arms. 
“We'll talk about what you’ve seen, later, young lady. Right 
now, we’re going to take this party into the bedroom. And 
Tracy? We’ll do our best to fulfill every one of your wants, 
and then some.” 

Having Jordan’s arms around her as he carried her to his 
bed felt like heaven. Tracy barely paid any attention to her 
Surroundings as she passed through the penthouse. All of 
her focus was on the man holding her and the man following 
so close behind them. 

Jordan set her down on the rumpled bed. She could smell 
both of her soon-to-be lovers on the sheets beneath her. 
She flipped onto her side and supported her head on her 
hand. She wouldn’t miss a single second of watching these 
two strong men undress. 

They stood side by side, certainly within touching 
distance of each other, and began to strip. Her gaze went 
from one to the other of them, drinking in each bit of flesh 
as it became visible to her. 

Peter’s complexion, subtly darker, showed off his buff- 
looking pecs and the dark hair that dusted them. While they 
were practically the same height, Peter had the build of 
weightlifter, whereas Jordan, despite having worked for 
years in construction, appeared leaner, nearly lithe. His 
seemed more like a swimmer’s body. 

She licked her lips as they dropped their pants. Both men 
had gone commando, so their cocks sprang free instantly 
and nearly simultaneously. 

Tracy had seen pictures of cocks, but these were her first 
up close and personal, and in the flesh. 

“My God, you look like a kid in a candy store.” Jordan’s 
voice tickled her senses. 

She grinned and looked up, meeting his gaze. “That’s 
kind of how | feel. | want to...” Tracy let her sentence trail 
off. Instead of telling them what she wanted, she decided to 


show them. In one fluid movement she came forward, on 
her knees, until she was only inches from that arousing and 
aroused male flesh. 

“I’ve never...| want to...” Oh, she wanted to do so much! 
To touch and taste, to caress and pleasure and /earn them 
both. 

“We're all yours,” Peter said. “Just be gentle with us.” 

The absurdity of that statement coaxed a chuckle from 
her. That should be her line, except somehow she knew that 
they’d be more than gentle with her. 

She reached out and ran one finger over Jordan’s cock, 
base to tip. His skin felt hot, and the twin sensations of 
softness and hardness nearly overwhelmed her. She didn’t 
think she’d touched him beyond a delicate caress, but his 
cock seemed to bounce in response to it. The sound of 
Jordan inhaling through his teeth told her that small touch 
had pleasured him. 

She glanced up at him and received his smile in return. 

“Go on, sweetheart. | can take it.” 

“No, / want to take it,” she said. Leaning forward, she 
inhaled deeply, drawing his scent into her. The sound he 
made could have been a groan of pain except she knew it 
wasn't. 

Bracing herself on her hands and knees, she leaned in 
until she could nuzzle Jordan’s stiff shaft, breathe him in 
right there at the base, and blow lightly on the hair that 
nested his cock. 

“Jesus.” Peter’s one word came out on a strangled sigh. 
“You're a stronger man than | knew, babe. | don’t know if | 
could take that kind of torture.” 

“Mmm, let’s see if you can.” Tracy had been going to treat 
Peter to the same inspection anyway. She only had to shift a 
few inches. This close she could see a few differences in 
their penises. Jordan’s was a bit longer, but Peter’s seemed 
thicker. Of course, here, Peter’s complexion was just a bit 
darker, too, a reflection of his Hispanic heritage. 


She stroked Peter’s cock with one finger exactly as she 
had done with Jordan’s and noticed the same velvety 
softness of the skin encasing the hard, erect muscle, and 
the same bounce in response. It was as if their cocks leapt 
for joy. Flicking a glance upward, she leaned in and nuzzled 
him, inhaling deeply. 

“God!” 

His fingers combed through her hair, then cupped her 
head. She felt him tremble, just before he eased her back. 
She might be a virgin, but she understood she’d pushed 
both him and Jordan to their limits. 

“Sometime in the next day or so, Blondie, we’ll have you 
in this position again, and you’re going to do a hell of a lot 
more than inhale us.” Peter’s voice had dipped low, 
becoming an incredibly erotic sound that shivered through 
her. 

“Oh, yeah,” Jordan agreed. “But right now, it’s our turn to 
touch and sniff and drive you wild.” 

Peter gave her a gentle shove. Tracy went with it, 
sprawling out onto her back, thrilled beyond anything when 
both men immediately crawled onto the bed and flanked 
her. 

“Did you do this for us?” Jordan’s hand brushed her bare 
pussy. 

She understood he asked if she’d shaved for them. 
“Maybe.” Then she grinned. “I’ve never liked hair between 
my legs.” 

“Now that could be a problem.” Peter stretched out on 
her left side, turned so that he faced her, and propped his 
head up the same way she had done earlier. 

Tracy frowned. “A problem?” 

“Mmm.” He stroked a hand down the left side of her body, 
tweaking her nipples, caressing her belly. 

“Because.” Jordan’s hand caressed her right side in 
cadence with his lover’s. “We’re both going to have our 


heads between your legs. And I’m pretty sure that neither 
one of us is willing to shave our heads first.” 

“Oh, God.” Just the idea of feeling their mouths on her 
pussy had her shivering inside. 

“No, sweetheart, not nearly. We’re just men.” Jordan 
leaned over and cupped her face. He kissed her, his lips firm 
and hungry on hers. His mouth opened wide, and his tongue 
delved deeply into her, stroking hers, exciting her beyond 
measure. 

Soft and sensuous, nearly reverent, his lips savored her, 
wooing her senses completely. She drank him in, stroking 
with her tongue, absorbing his taste the way she imagined a 
parched woman would absorb a cold drink of water. 

Jordan moved, his lips leaving hers to sip and sample her 
neck and shoulder. Fingers on her chin turned her head to 
the left. Her eyes drifted shut as Peter’s mouth settled on 
hers. 

More forceful, maybe a little greedier, Peter devoured her, 
his tongue penetrating her mouth in a rhythm that made 
her hips twitch. 

Everything inside her came alive with the touches of 
these men. Hands cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples, 
pulling gently, then kneading and petting until she 
whimpered and writhed. 

Masculine chuckles vibrated against her moist flesh as 
mouths moistened where fingers had awakened, so that her 
nipples, pebbled and wet, shivered for more. Soft caresses 
explored her body, hands brushed over a stomach filled with 
butterflies and electric sparklers. Down her legs and up her 
thighs those seducing fingers traveled until finally, finally, 
they stroked and teased her slit. 

“Oh, oh, yes.” Dreaming of this moment, she’d pleasured 
herself, used her own fingers on and in her pussy to stroke 
and delve, to arouse and excite, but never had those 
untutored efforts felt as full, as primal, or as exciting as this. 


Unable to resist, her hips chased those teasing touches. 
Desperation for more, more, and still more began to build 
inside her. 

“Baby, you’re so hot for us.” Jordan’s words brushed the 
underside of her breast. 

Tracy whimpered as two hands took turns brushing over 
her pussy, teasing her clit. And then she moaned in pure 
bliss when she felt fingers probing gently at the opening to 
her vagina. 

“So wet, too,” Jordan said. She felt him move on the bed, 
lever himself above her as he kissed a trail down her rib 
cage. 

Peter continued to pet and tease her pussy, and Tracy 
could swear she felt her labia swell and moisture gather to 
coat her passage in preparation for what was to come. 

Then Peter’s hand left her. Before she could complain 
about that, Jordan moved, hunkered down between her 
spread legs, and gave her slit and her clit a long, luscious 
lick. 


Chapter 6 


Jordan had never been one to spend a lot of energy 
talking with a woman when he had her naked in his bed. He 
preferred instead to just dive into the mutual pleasure to be 
had. 

But Tracy wasn’t just any woman. She was the one 
woman he'd secretly wanted for a very long time. She was 
special, and a virgin. She deserved to be treated not just 
with gentleness but in a way that would make her fee/ 
special. In years to come, when she thought back to her first 
time, he wanted the memories to be good ones. 

“Did you know that I’ve dreamed of you?” And he still 
couldn’t believe she was really here, like this, with them. 
He’d said once they had her, they’d never let her go. But he 
was man enough—he hoped—to understand that this, her 
first affair, may only be her first. When the time came, 
though he knew it would break both their hearts, he and 
Peter would have to let her go. 

But for now, she was theirs. He kissed her inner thigh, a 
treasuring kiss. Then, as she had done with them, he 
breathed her in. 

The scent of her woman’s flesh aroused him and made his 
mouth water. His need for her soared. 

“Jordan.” She reached down and stroked her fingers 
through his hair. 

Her eyes sparkled, and he knew that giving her these 
words had been the right decision. By God, no matter how 
many lovers she had in the years to come after she moved 
on from them, she would remember him and Peter. 

“I’ve dreamed of having you right here, like this. I’ve 
dreamed that | was free to do whatever | wanted to you, 
with you.” He let his gaze meet Peter’s. How did he know 
that man would be looking at him in just that way, with such 
tenderness and pride in his eyes? 


Maybe this was meant to be, all of this. Maybe this 
moment was the right moment, and these two lovers, the 
right two lovers. They shared a chemistry, an electricity, as 
Peter had said. Jordan didn’t know how long it would last. 
Tracy wasn’t too young to be their lover, but she was still 
young, and about to embark on her first sexual experience. 
He couldn’t expect her to stay with them forever. All they 
really had was now, and for now, he would seize the 
moment and to hell with the consequences. 

Tracy reached out and combed her fingers through his 
hair once more. “You are free to do whatever you want to 
me and with me.” She tilted her head and looked at Peter, 
who was stretched out beside her, his hand stroking her 
arm. “Both of you are.” 

Jordan grinned. “A generous offer, considering you have 
no idea, really, what all we want to do with you. You can’t 
possibly know the value of that blank check you just handed 
us.” 

Tracy’s expression turned grave, but the humor in her 
eyes gave her away. “I’ve done a lot of reading on the 
Subject over the last couple of years. | do believe | have a 
pretty good understanding of all available options.” 

“That would indicate an open mind.” Peter inched closer 
to Tracy and began to play in earnest with her breasts. “l 
like that.” 

Jordan didn’t want to wait another moment. He’d had one 
brief taste of her. He needed more. 

He opened his mouth and set it on her slit, then moved 
his head back and forth, spreading moisture, gathering 
flavor. Her muskiness rose up, hot and sweet, and he 
prepared to gorge himself on it, and her. 

Tracy gasped and arched her back. Jordan smiled, but 
never took his mouth from her. He used his tongue to taste 
her, to tease her, and to penetrate her body. Her silky 
Sheath rippled along the length of his invading organ, as if 


by flexing her muscles she could hold him within her, make 
him her prisoner. 

If she only knew. He was her prisoner already, and 
willingly so. 

Her flesh, soft and hot, pulsed under his ministrations. 
She moaned and began to move her hips to the primal 
rhythm of Eros. Her whimpers spoke of growing desperation, 
and Jordan chuckled softly into her dewy folds. His hands 
reached around and cupped the globes of her ass. He 
squeezed her soft flesh gently. Ours. He shifted his grip just 
Slightly to better hold her down, hold her open for his 
pleasure, and hers. 

“Oh, God! Please...more. It feels so good. | want more.” 

He could taste her juices as each undulation of her hips 
gave him another few drops of her honeyed nectar. It didn’t 
matter that his cock hardened almost painfully. Tracy’s 
pleasure and Peter’s, whose cock stood straight and stiff as 
he watched him tongue her, that was all that mattered, and 
Jordan immersed himself in giving that pleasure to them 
both. 

He slowed the stroke of his tongue, lapping all around but 
not touching her clit. The slower loving brought her down, 
just a little. When the tension in her thighs eased, he 
removed his right hand from her and reached up to fondle 
Peter’s cock. 

“Mm.” Peter surged into his hand, his passion clearly 
rising. 

Tracy’s hand joined Jordan’s, and between them they had 
Peter’s cock surrounded. They stroked him in unison, and 
Jordan thrilled that the three of them were connected 
physically as they already were spiritually. Jordan gazed up 
over her belly and felt everything inside him soften and turn 
right when Peter kissed her. They shared a hot, opened- 
mouth kiss that Jordan could have sworn he tasted, too. 

He licked Tracy’s pussy, back and forth until her clit stood 
hard and erect, quivering under his attention. He released 


her left hip and brushed fingers against her opening, then 
gently slid one digit into her. Her passage felt hot and tight 
and wet and so damn good he had to work hard not to 
come. Focusing on his woman, he used a second finger in 
addition to the first, and as he delved deeper, he spread his 
fingers slightly, marveling at the tightness of her sheath. 

Tracy moaned, and arched, and Jordan used his lips to 
grasp her clit and suck it into his mouth. 

“Oh, God!” She let go of Peter’s kiss and his cock and fell 
back against the pillows, her body bowed taut, as the first 
waves of release pummeled her. Jordan kept sucking, and 
stroking in and out with his fingers, urging her orgasm on 
until finally, he felt her begin to come down. 

Peter reached over to the bedside table and picked up a 
condom. He tore the wrapper off with his teeth. “Let go, 
babe, so | can prepare you.” 

Jordan released him and got up on his knees so Peter 
could more easily reach him. He closed his eyes on a moan 
as Peter stroked his cock, two rough and ready caresses, 
and then slid the latex protection in place. 

“Just one more thing.” Peter leaned forward and kissed 
him a fast but deep, tongue-dueling kiss. As he eased back, 
he licked a bit of Tracy’s juices from his face. Then he looked 
down at their woman and said, “Yummy.” 

Jordan’s gaze met Tracy’s, and his heart bumped at the 
expression of excitement on her face as she watched Peter’s 
actions. If a part of him had still doubted she could really 
accept his bisexual nature, he doubted no more. Peter 
reclined back beside their woman, his eyes glittering as he 
eased Tracy’s left leg over both of his, opening her even 
wider. He stroked her, and Tracy closed her eyes and sighed. 

They hadn’t discussed Tracy beyond the vague 
agreement that they were both attracted to her. Despite 
that, it felt to Jordan as if Peter gave her to him, offering her 
virginity to him. He’d never been offered a more precious 
gift. 


Jordan moved slowly, on hands and knees, until he tented 

her. “Tracy? Open your eyes, sweetheart. Look at me.” 
x OK OK XK 

Tracy opened her eyes, her entire body still trembling in 
the aftermath of her climax. Jordan ranged above her, his 
gaze fierce, his face glistening wet from her juices and 
Peter’s kiss. 

“I want to look at you when | take you.” He lowered 
himself and rubbed his latex-covered cock on her damp 
pussy. 

He felt hot and huge against her, and even though she'd 
just come better than she’d known she could, her arousal 
stirred anew. As Jordan nudged her, she instinctively rolled 
her hips in response, rubbing against him in turn. The lips of 
her pussy opened, and she shivered with the amazing 
feeling of cradling his turgid cock between them. 

“You test my control, sweetheart. l'Il go as easy as | can, 
Tracy, but this first time, it might hurt a bit.” 

Only inches separated her mouth from his, and she could 
smell herself and Peter on him. The scent just added more 
fuel to her libidinous fire. She wanted to taste them 
together, but there was something she wanted even more. 
“| don’t care if it hurts. Do it. Damn it, Jordan, please, I’ve 
waited so long to feel you inside me.” 

“Demanding little thing, aren’t you? Okay, baby. Hang on 
to me, and say good-bye to your virginity.” 

“I’d rather say hello to your cock.” 

Jordan’s grin flashed, and then he lowered his face to hers 
and brushed his lips gently against hers, as if he wanted 
permission to kiss her this way. 

She stretched up and gave him her mouth. The flavor of 
the three of them together stirred her, affected her in a way 
she'd never have guessed would be possible. This was real, 
this was honest and real, and finally, finally happening. 

His tongue wooed hers, and she wound her arms around 
him, reveling in the freedom to run her hands down his 


back, then up and into his hair to hold him close. 

Jordan moved just slightly, and his cock, which he’d been 
rubbing so teasingly over her clit between her labia, nudged 
forward, found her vagina, and began to enter her. 

She felt her flesh stretching to admit him, felt the way he 
trembled above her as he kept his penetration slow and 
gradual. He was being careful with her, and she appreciated 
it, but she’d rather he just take her and wondered if she 
could get him to do just that. So Tracy wrapped her legs 
around his waist and tilted her hips, trying to force his cock 
deeper. 

Jordan slipped one hand under her bottom, and bore 
down on her in one solid, smooth thrust. 

She didn’t mean to cry out. She’d expected the sting, but 
the sharpness of it, along with the force of his entry, took 
her by surprise. 

Jordan stilled immediately. “I’m sorry, sweetheart.” 

His apology was instant, and she could hear genuine 
remorse in his voice. As far as she was concerned, he had 
no need to be sorry. “I’m not.” It hurt a bit more than she’d 
anticipated, but already that pain was easing. Jordan said 
nothing to that, just waited. Peter reached over and gently 
wiped the single tear she’d not been aware she’d shed. 

“I won’t move until you tell me to, sweetheart. | don’t 
want to hurt you any more than | already have.” 

“The pain is already fading, Jordan, | promise. You won’t 
hurt me. Give me more. Give me all.” 

He bent down and kissed her, a gentle, chaste kiss. And 
then slowly, gently, he withdrew almost all the way out, and 
then surged into her again. 

Tracy hadn't lied. The sting vanished almost immediately. 
As Jordan began to thrust, she shivered in delight at the 
sensation of fullness within her. On each inward thrust, his 
cock touched something inside that made her entire body 
tingle. 


Beads of sweat appeared over his corded neck muscles. 
The sight drew her, and she stretched up and licked him. 
The salty, musky flavor thrilled her, and she did it again. 

“Jesus, Tracy, you make it hard for a man to hold on to his 
control.” 

Tracy moved her hips against his thrusts, rubbing the top 
of her slit, and her clitoris, against the hair that nested 
Jordan’s cock. “So don’t hold on to your control. Let it go. | 
want it all.” She smiled at him and contracted her pelvic 
floor muscles tightly around his cock. 

“Jesus!” 

Jordan’s growl, as his control snapped, kicked her arousal 
so high she thought she’d come before he did. His thrusts 
evolved into fast and deep plunges. Tracy felt another kind 
of twinge as his cock nudged her cervix. It never occurred to 
her to complain because those tiny spasms of almost-pain 
just added to the indescribable excitement rushing through 
her. Jordan, impassioned, lit her fires and stole her breath. 
So she held on to him, thrust up, and gave him all that she 
was. 

She felt him tremble in her arms as he raced for his 
orgasm. When his cock began to convulse, when he held 
himself deep and shouted, sweet satisfaction rolled through 
her. She had given him this pleasure. The joy of the moment 
grew so huge it threw her over the edge into a free fall of 
rapture. 

The spasms shivered through her and reminded her of 
ocean waves, one upon another upon another. Jordan 
collapsed on her as he struggled for breath, and here she 
discovered another joy. To cradle a man between her thighs 
and on her body after giving him sexual release filled her 
with the sweetest sense of accomplishment she’d ever 
known. 

“My, Ms. Jessop, it appears you pack a serious wallop. 
You've positively wrecked my lover.” Peter’s words brushed 


her ear. She felt her grin grow huge then turned her head to 
look at him. 

“You're next.” 

Jordan raised himself on his arms and gazed down at her. 
“First time, and already you're cocky.” 

She squeezed her pelvic floor muscles again. “Yes, but 
not as cocky as | was just a few minutes ago, apparently.” 

Jordan looked over at Peter. “Did | mention that ‘smart- 
ass’ is a Jessop family trait?” 

“So it’s not just restricted to Kendalls, then,” Peter said. 

Tracy giggled. She hadn’t known there could be post- 
coital laughter. How wonderful that was! 

“You lay still for a moment, sweetheart, and let me take 
care of you,” Jordan said. He bent down and kissed her. 

Tracy responded, her tongue dancing with his, his flavor 
drenching her, relaxing and revving her at the same time. 

He ended the kiss much too soon then eased off her. Her 
gaze followed him as he entered the adjoining en suite 
bathroom. 

Peter ran a finger from the valley between her breasts to 
her navel. She met his gaze and smiled. 

“Are you sore, sweetheart?” 

“Maybe a little.” She couldn’t see the sense in lying about 
it. A distinct tenderness had taken residence up inside her 
between her legs. But if Peter thought that was going to 
prevent her from having him, he could think again. 

Jordan returned. He’d disposed of the condom and carried 
a washcloth and towel. She felt herself blush when he 
tended her, the sight of the pink on the cloth mute 
testimony to her lost virginity. 

“We'll give you a hot bath later,” Jordan said. 

“Water sports?” Tracy was a Jessop, after all. Practically 
every house in Lusty featured oversized showers, tubs, and 
Jacuzzis. She’d always figured there was a really good 
reason for that. 


Jordan laughed. “Yes, there will be water sports. But not 
tonight. The bath will help ease your discomfort.” 

“I’m not that sore.” Tracy put every bit of conviction she 
could muster into that statement. 

“I’m very glad to hear that.” Peter’s voice tickled her ear. 

She turned toward him, and he captured her lips with his. 
He tasted different from Jordan, yet just as good. Her heart 
sped from the reality of having his mouth on hers, and her 
inner muscles clenched in response to the sensation of his 
hands stroking her breasts. 

“Huh.” Tracy sensed that Peter was going to be overly 
gentle with her. She needed to nip that instinct in the bud. 
She wanted him as she’d wanted Jordan—completely and 
without reservation. 

“Huh, what?” Peter kissed the shell of her ear as his hand 
continued to caress her. 

“That bit of achy-soreness between my legs just turned 
into an achy-emptiness.” Complete truth, and how could she 
have guessed at all the different ways her body could 
respond to these strong men? 

“Is that a fact?” Peter’s grin twitched at the corner of his 
mouth. It was a very nice mouth. 

Tracy reached up and caressed that mouth then stroked 
the side of his face. Beside them, Jordan stretched out and 
snuggled into her back. His presence, so close, warmed her 
not just physically but emotionally, too. “That is a fact,” she 
said to Peter. “What | want to know is, what are you going to 
do about it?” 

Peter reached for her, picked her up easily, and rolled her 
on top of his body. His cock brushed against her belly. She 
felt the latex and wondered when he’d put the condom on. 

“It’s not what I’m going to do. It’s what you’re going to 
do. Which is aS much as you want. However you want. 
You’re in control.” 

Tracy understood the mechanics of being on top. She just 
never would have guessed how much the position would 


turn her on. 

Peter put his hands on her waist and lifted her. She used 
her right hand to grasp, caress, and then place his cock at 
the opening of her body. 

Tracy sank onto him, closing her eyes to better relish the 
sensation of his cock sliding deeply into her. He was just 
that much thicker than Jordan, and the feel of his cock 
stretching her just a little more was delicious. 

“You look sexy as hell, fucking him,” Jordan said. 

He’d inched closer, and took turns petting them both. 
Connected. Tracy felt it then, and even though she’d wanted 
it so badly, the idea that they could be so totally connected, 
this soon, humbled her. 

They were all she’d dreamt of having and more. 

Peter kept his hands on her waist, helping her ride him. 
Bracing her palms on his chest, she focused on the pleasure 
—giving and taking, noting how, when she squeezed his 
cock with her inner muscles, his nostrils flared and his eyes 
widened. 

“She feels sexy as hell fucking me,” Peter said. “I don’t 
know how long | can hold off, sweetheart. Those are some 
fucking wonderful muscles you have there. Squeeze me 
again.” 

Tracy did as he asked, loving that she could give him so 
much pleasure. She wanted to ride him faster, take him 
deeper, but although she was on top, and despite what he’d 
said, Peter controlled the pace of their mating. How strong 
he was to be able to do that so easily! The only thing she 
could control was the way her tunnel convulsed around his 
cock. 

Since she knew he liked it, she began to squeeze and 
release in a steady rhythm. 

Peter inhaled sharply. “Vixen. Give me your mouth.” 

Leaning over, she laid her lips on his, opening her mouth 
over his, determined to take the kiss deep. Her tongue 
delved and danced, tangling with his, slick with passion. 


Tracy thought she might be able to come from kissing 
alone. A shiver wracked her, and she felt the warning tingles 
begin to run along all of her nerve ends. She lifted her head 
and smiled at him. 

“I’m close.” 

“Then come, baby.” Peter’s whisper thrilled her. “Come on 
my cock.” 

“Not without you, stud.” 

She opened her mouth to tell him she’d wait for him. And 
then Jordan reached down between them. He caressed, back 
and forth, where they were joined. Tracy knew his fingers 
alternated between Peter’s shaft and her slit. 

Jordan found her clit and teased it, teased it. It was 
Tracy’s turn to gasp as the sudden added stimulation shot 
her arousal high and fast. 

“Now.” Peter finally increased the speed of their ride, and 
Jordan pinched her clit. 

“God!” Every nerve ending in Tracy’s body exploded into 
a brilliant panorama of orgasmic bliss. The climax shot out 
of her, so fast, so furious, she could only hold on as ecstasy 
overwhelmed her, as the waves of her orgasm came again 
and again and again. 


Chapter 7 


Peter awoke as the first brilliant rays of dawn crested the 
horizon and streamed through a space in the drapes. Beside 
him, Tracy slept soundly on her stomach, her head half- 
buried under her pillow. One arm she had draped over 
Jordan, andthe other rested on his own hip. 

He inhaled deeply of the scent of sex that lingered in the 
air, and took a moment to simply revel in the memories of 
the night before. 

Though he’d had no definite personal plans when duty 
brought him to Lusty, Texas, more than a month ago, he 
Supposed that in the back of his mind, he’d imagined. 
Having heard about the Kendalls, Benedicts, and Jessops all 
his life, he had wondered what it would be like to become 
involved in a ménage relationship. Since he’d enjoyed both 
male and female lovers in the past, having one of each at 
the same time really wasn’t that much of a stretch. 

Peter had enjoyed everything about last night. But if he 
had to pick one thing that was absolutely the best, it would 
be the look on Jordan’s face the moment that good man 
gave himself permission to love Tracy. 

Emotions could be strange things. They could be 
Capricious and visceral, and a man could never be certain 
which way his would go under any given circumstance. At 
least he had never been. Right now, at six fifteen on this 
particular Saturday morning, Peter Alvarez could proclaim 
that his emotions were over the top and so huge he 
wondered if he’d be able to hold them all inside. 

He’d already known he was in love with Jordan Kendall. 
The sense of rightness that very first time he’d shaken the 
man’s hand had been a unique sensation. But he’d 
recognized it. So when that same sense had overcome him 
when he’d met Tracy Jessop at the commitment ceremony 
last month, he hadn’t had to wonder what was going on. 


How amazing to have met both of his mates within days 
of each other. Now it was just going to be a matter of 
getting his lovers on the same emotional page as he was. 

Wide awake with no hope of going back to sleep, Peter 
slid from the bed. He’d make some coffee first. Then he’d 
see about getting Tracy into that nice hot bath they hadn't 
gotten around to giving her last night. 

He pulled his trousers out from the pile of clothes he and 
Jordan had dropped at the foot of the bed. He pulled them 
on, zipped them, but didn’t fasten the button. Then he 
padded, barefoot, to the kitchen. 

Man, this is some apartment. It was easy to forget for 
long stretches at a time that Jordan Kendall had been born 
with a silver spoon in his mouth. The truth of the matter was 
the man lived on what he made as a general contractor. 
There were things, like this penthouse, the Audi he drove, 
and, hell, the entire town of Lusty, Texas, that was family 
owned and available to whoever had need of them. But on 
the whole, none of them flaunted their wealth, and none of 
them lived overly large. 

From what he had seen so far, neither Kendalls, 
Benedicts, nor Jessops put on airs of any kind. And everyone 
he’d met—with the possible exception of Jordan’s two oldest 
brothers—had welcomed him with big smiles and opened 
arms. 

As Peter passed through the living room, he remembered 
he’d left his cell phone beside the sound system. He 
scooped it now and checked for messages. There was only 
one, a text message from Mac, asking him to call after eight 
on Saturday morning. Pocketing the device, he continued on 
into the kitchen. In the back of his mind he tried to figure 
out when he could steal a minute to call his boss. 

Making coffee by rote, he thought about the day’s 
possible recreational agenda, and pondered what Mac 
wanted to talk to him about—although he had a pretty good 
idea on that score. 


His boss had been pretty determined to question that 
little bastard, Enrique Smith, again and with good reason. 
The task force put together by the Department of Justice 
that comprised several agencies had been created with a 
very specific purpose, and aimed at a specific list of targets. 
Headed by US Attorney Templeton Marsh, this particular 
task force had been well funded, and championed by a 
number of key members of congress. 

In short, failure was not an option, and if a leak existed— 
which obviously it did—it could completely derail the 
investigation, taint every conviction, and mean, quite 
literally, that heads would roll. 

The smell of fresh coffee pulled Peter out of his 
introspection. Time to put thoughts of the job on the back 
burner. He had much more pleasant things to contemplate 
anyway. He poured himself a cup of joe then ambled over to 
the big bay window that looked out over an awakening 
Dallas. As the sun began to shine more and more light on 
the city, Peter contented himself to sip and consider. 

Texas, all of Texas, had an entirely different atmosphere to 
it than did Washington, DC. For one thing, the pace of life 
sure as hell was slower. He didn’t miss that living-in-the- 
fast-lane, go-for-the-jugular mentality, either. 

He’d been unhappy at first when he’d been given the 
transfer away from DC and all that had been familiar to him. 
Standing here, watching the sunrise with the scent of his 
lovers’ bodies still on his skin, he wondered if the DEA 
hadn’t truly done him the biggest favor of his life when 
they’d moved him. 

The truth of the matter was, Peter felt as if he’d finally 
come home. 

That sense came from more than just being in Texas. 
Peter had always suspected that when he met the right 
person for him—his mate—that he’d know it, instantly and 
instinctively. He’d never truly imagined himself with two 


mates, but he couldn’t deny the sense of completeness that 
had filled him last night in the aftermath of loving. 

Just thinking about his lovers made him hard and made 
him hunger for them. He cast a quick glance down at his 
watch. Six fifty. Peter grinned. He’d let them sleep in long 
enough. It was time to awaken his lovers. He wanted to take 
care of Tracy, give her that hot bath to ease the soreness he 
knew she’d awaken with. And then, maybe the moment had 
come for him and Jordan to introduce their woman to water 
sports. 

He took a final sip of his coffee, ditched his jeans, and 
headed for the bedroom. 

x OK OK OX 

Tracy fought waking, the allure of bed and sleep, as 
always, clutching her close with greedy fingers. Sounds 
filtered in, and her drowsy mind identified them even as it 
told her subconscious to ignore them and return to slumber. 

Unlike her conscious mind, Tracy’s subconscious had 
never proven adept at taking orders. 

Water running. Footsteps. 

A waterfall? The creative side of her brain that longed for 
sleep conjured an image sure to lure her in, an image of a 
beautiful tropical waterfall, tall, sparkling, surrounded by 
jungle greenery under a cerulean-blue sky. A soft breeze 
brushed her cheek as the ground beside her dipped. 

The ground beside her dipped? That couldn’t be right. 
Could it? 

“Good morning, sleepyhead.” 

She knew his scent as well as his voice. No dream, this, 
but stunning reality. Not a soft breeze, but Peter’s gentle 
fingers caressing her and pulling her toward wakefulness. 
Not the ground, but the soft-as-a-feather bed dipping as he 
knelt beside her, leaned over her, and kissed her gently. 

“Mm.” Tracy wasn’t quite ready to open her eyes, but she 
suspected there would never be a time she wasn’t ready for 
a kiss. Her lips sought his, and she sank into him, his 


wonderful man-taste spiced with the flavor of coffee seeping 
into her body and drenching her soul. 

Her tongue caressed his, a lazy tango that fed her and left 
her wanting more at the same time. Reaching, she wound 
her arms around his neck, tried to ease him down and onto 
her, telling him with her actions she wanted him to cover 
her. She’d discovered in the night that she loved having the 
weight of one of her lovers pressing her down into the 
mattress. 

Tracy broke the kiss on a gasp when Peter scooped her 
into his arms and lifted her out of the bed. 

“Claw-foot or spa?” 

Jordan’s voice, coming from the bed, sounded deliciously 
Sleep-sexy. 

Tracy opened her eyes, and Peter turned with her in his 
arms so that they could both look at their lover, newly 
awakened. 

“Claw-foot first,” Peter said. 

“Perfect. l'Il come and help.” 

“Don’t | get a vote?” Tracy put just the hint of a pout into 
her words. She thought it was very well done. 

“The only choice you get is which one of us kneels on the 
left side of the tub and which one on the right.” 

“There may be other choices as the day progresses,” 
Jordan chimed in. “But those would be more choices of style, 
rather than substance.” 

“It occurs to me that the two of you are a couple of 
mucho macho studs,” Tracy said, “and entirely too 
comfortable with playing the alpha male.” 

Peter stopped his progress toward the en suite bathroom 
and turned to look at Jordan. Both men appeared a little 
taken aback by her statement. Well hell, had they mistaken 
her tone? She sure as hell wasn’t complaining. 

Peter raised one eyebrow, and Jordan shrugged. Then 
Peter shifted his gaze to Tracy. “We're not playing here, 
babe. We are both mucho macho alpha males.” 


She was going to get drummed out of the sisterhood of 
Twenty-first-century Women, she just knew it. That 
statement, delivered with primo arrogance, caused a 
delicious shiver to skitter down her spine. 

Then Peter lowered her into a large, white claw-foot 
bathtub. He’d added some bath salts to the water, and the 
scent, something lightly floral, teased her senses with the 
promise of pleasure. The heat began its work on her 
instantly, and she couldn’t hold back a groan as her thigh 
and pelvic muscles began to relax. 

“Maybe you were a little more tender than you led us to 
believe last night?” Jordan knelt on the right side of the 
enormous tub. He reached forward, tilted her chin, and 
turned her head so that she had no choice but to meet his 
gaze. It certainly was no hardship to look at him first thing in 
the morning. Hair sleep rumpled, face _ tantalizingly 
Shadowed with morning stubble, Jordan Kendall made one 
hell of a yummy package, no question about it. 

At the moment, he was a yummy package giving her a 
very stern look. 

“Maybe a little,” Tracy confessed. “I consider it a fair price 
to pay for the amazing sexual awakening you gifted me 
with. Besides, | didn’t want either of you to stop what you 
were doing to me.” 

Jordan flinched. Before she could ask him why, Peter, 
who'd knelt down on the other side of her, mimicked 
Jordan’s action of turning her to face him. 

“That was a hell of a lot more than just sex, Tracy, and 
you know it.” 

She figured he said that in the heat of the moment, a 
knee-jerk reaction to some imagined slight to his ego. The 
fact that both he and Jordan wore equal expressions of 
confusion spilling into shock simply warmed her heart. 

She had no doubt whatsoever that she was in love with 
them both. Being here with them like this, she was gambling 


everything she had that they could, and would, fall in love 
with her, too. 

“I know it was more than sex, Peter. | didn’t mean to 
make light of our intimacy.” 

“We were both a little greedy with you.” Jordan’s tone 
held remorse. 

Tracy wasn’t surprised Jordan had changed the subject. 
That was fine. She’d waited this long to have him, she could 
wait a bit longer to have him completely. 

What wasn’t fine was the tone she'd heard in his voice. “I 
was the greedy one, buster. | was the one who kept turning 
to you guys in the night, if you'll recall.” 

“Personally speaking, last night was pretty damn 
unforgettable, and | will be forever grateful that you did,” 
Peter said. “However, Jordan’s right. We still should have 
taken better care of you.” 

Tracy was of the mind that they’d taken exceptional care 
of her. She still felt a bit embarrassed thinking about the 
way Jordan had cleaned her after taking her virginity. Then, 
through the night, her men had checked her each time to 
make sure they hadn’t caused her any further injury. 
Needing to let them know how cherished she felt, she said, 
“I can’t imagine that you could possibly do anything to take 
any better care of me.” 

She watched the silent communication that passed 
between Jordan and Peter. How fascinating it was to watch 
and recognize those emotions that flowed so freely between 
her lovers, who happened to be lovers of each other. 

“You just lay back and relax and let us show you how we 
intend to take care of you, sweetheart.” Jordan’s words 
caressed her forehead as he placed a gentle kiss there. 

Tracy soon found it impossible to do anything else when 
their hands began to move over her, wooing her. They 
lathered her, gently caressing, their messaging motions 
obviously intended to ease and soothe. Should she let them 
know they aroused her as well? 


Wandering fingers and sly smiles told her she didn’t have 
to. Jordan and Peter were both very well aware of the effect 
they were having on her. 

“How does that feel?” Peter’s question vibrated in her 
belly, the masculine timbre somehow setting small fires 
along her nerve endings, curling through her to tickle her 
arousal and awaken her clit. 

“I don’t have words.” Tracy inhaled sharply because 
Jordan rubbed back and forth over her pussy, a soothing 
motion that did anything but soothe her. 

“You see, baby, we can still pleasure you without fucking 
you every five minutes.” Jordan’s voice had a similar affect 
on her as Peter’s, heating her blood and speeding her heart. 
“In fact, women are blessed in that they can come, over and 
over and over again. Unlike us poor, deprived men, who 
must wait to sprout another arousal after our orgasms.” 

“There’s so much more we can all do together than just 
fuck,” Peter said. “So very many ways we can give and take 
pleasure. We want to show you. Will you let us have our way 
with you?” 

“I liked having your cocks inside me, and | want them 
there again. But to answer you, yes.” Tracy wanted every 
experience, every form of arousal and sexual pleasure these 
two strong men could give her. “Yes,” she said again. “| 
want you to give me all you can think to give me. | want to 
experience everything.” 


Chapter 8 


“Just lie back, then, and keep those pretty eyes of yours 
closed.” Jordan’s words caressed her as softly as his palm, 
and both stimulated her arousal. 

Tracy thought what he asked would be the easiest thing in 
the world to do. The heat of the water continued to soothe 
and heal, the scent of the bath salts—lilac, she realized now 
—kept relaxing her, an aromatherapy on her senses so that 
worries and cares evaporated faster than the steam that 
rose from the bath. 

Hands smoothed soft lather all over her body, cupped her 
and caressed her and teased her. Fingers tweaked and 
pinched, and then smoothed and delved. Had Jordan and 
Peter been scientists intent upon mapping every centimeter 
of her body, they couldn’t have done a more thorough job of 
learning her. 

“Do you know of all the ways we can arouse and pleasure 
each other, baby?” Jordan’s voice wooed her, the familiar 
cadence now deeper, more personal than she’d ever heard 
it. 

How could simple words prompt more embarrassment 
than bold actions had done? Heat kissed her cheeks, but 
She couldn’t let this slight discomfort rule her. Honesty 
formed the basis of any relationship, in her opinion. She 
would give them that now. 

“I believe | do. I’ve, um, read some books and watched a 
few movies.” 

“Living life on the edge, were you?” 

She heard the smile in Peter’s voice, and couldn’t help but 
smile in return. A strong urge arose to open her eyes, to let 
herself drown in the depth and devilment she knew would 
be in his gaze. It took every bit of will to deny herself that 
pleasure, to let her other senses guide and feed her instead. 


Someone stroked back and forth across the bottom of her 
breasts, and she shivered. 

“No. | wanted to be ready for you, for this. | was curious, 
and | needed to know what physical intimacy was all about. 
And then | continued in my voyeuristic ways, because | 
needed something to dream about, something to hang on to 
while | waited for you. While | waited for you both.” 

“You said you wanted us to give you everything, and we 
will. But there’s a condition to that, Tracy.” Jordan’s voice 
continued to caress her flesh and create a flutter in her 
belly. “You have to like what we do to and with you. If you 
don’t, you have to tell us. No exceptions, sweetheart.” 

“I can’t imagine not liking anything you would want to do 
to and with me.” 

She felt movement in the air and the coolness of a 
Shadow falling across her body. Then a kiss, light and 
delicate, as if her lover didn’t wish to startle her. Tracy let 
her tongue dance with his even as she drank his flavor. 
Peter. 

“We'll want you to suck our cocks and taste our seed. 
You've already let us fuck that pretty pussy of yours.” 
Peter’s words accompanied a light caress across her slit. 
The water somehow amplified the effect so that it felt 
deeper, softer, and somehow, more intimate. Embers of 
arousal curled low in her belly then were slowly fanned into 
flames by his touch and his words. 

“But there’s so much more.” Jordan had leaned closer, 
and the breath of his words brushed her face. “We want you 
to watch us together, to touch us and taste us while we fuck 
and suck each other. We want for both of us to be inside you 
at the same time.” 

“And still more...” Peter’s voice deepened. Both men had 
leaned over the tub, and she sensed them close to one 
another. Her hearing perked, and she caught it, a sound of 
softness, of a moist stroke of tongue against tongue. Her 
lovers kissed each other with her in the middle of them. She 


licked her lips, for the image her imagination formed served 
as even more fuel for her libidinous fire. 

“More?” Tracy heard the breathlessness in her voice, and 
couldn’t regret it. She’d imagined Peter and Jordan together, 
and the pictures her eager mind had conjured thrilled her to 
her core. 

“Mm, yes.” A savoring sound if ever she heard one. In 
response to her question, or their shared kiss? Tracy would 
probably never know, and that was fine. She appreciated a 
certain amount of mystery in their relationship. 

“Oh, babe, there’s always more. I'd love to blindfold you, 
maybe tie you up.” The smile was back in Peter’s voice. 

“Damn, that’s hot,” Jordan sighed, and the tremor of his 
words vibrated low in her belly. “I’ve never sampled those 
kinds of delicacies. Maybe a little slap and tickle, too. What 
do you think, sweetheart? Would you like us to take turns 
Spanking you?” 

Oh, God. The image exploded in her mind, a high-def 
Technicolor picture of just that, of herself blindfolded, 
bound, spread across Jordan’s lap. A shiver wracked her. 

“Mm, | think that’s our answer, babe,” Peter said. “Look at 
how Tracy’s nipples just hardened into tight little points with 
just the thought of being spanked.” 

“Yes, | noticed. I’m so glad you were turned on by that, 
Tracy. It’s always nice to have a smokin’ sexual fantasy in 
reserve.” 

“Have mercy.” Tracy didn’t know how much more she 
could take. She sizzled. She burned. She wanted to get her 
hands on these two men. She wanted to spread herself 
before them, an exclusive banquet for their pleasure. 

“No. We're not going to have mercy.” Peter’s tone 
emerged, rough and edgy. 

It was too much. Tracy opened her eyes. Their heated 
stares finished the job of arousing her. 

“We're not going to have mercy,” Jordan agreed. “We're 
going to have you.” 


* OK OOK OK 


Peter scooped their woman into his arms right out of the 
tub. He didn’t carry her far. The hot tub had been ready for 
them since the day before. Jordan had filled it thinking to 
enjoy his new lover in the froth. 

Now, he would enjoy them both there. 

He watched Peter kiss her as he carried her the few feet 
across the room. Then he sat on the edge of the tub and 
swung his legs over the side of it. Sliding down with Tracy 
still on his lap, he lowered them both into the heated water 
at the same time. 

“Oh!” Tracy broke the kiss and looked around at her new 
surroundings. 

Peter eased their woman off his lap onto the bench. She 
sighed and stretched herself out, letting her legs float. 
Jordan pushed the button to start the jets and then joined 
them in the tub, sitting so that Tracy was between him and 
Peter. 

“You did indicate you wanted water sports.” Jordan leaned 
over and kissed her. She tilted her head back and opened to 
him, giving him complete access, denying him nothing. 

He suspected that he’d never get enough of Tracy. Her 
flavor had already become an addiction he wanted no cure 
for. 

Their lips parted, and she said, “I did, yes. I’ve had some 
very vivid dreams, actually, about what can be done in a hot 
tub and a shower.” 

Jordan grinned. “If we don’t hit the high points, let us 
know.” He kissed her again, sipping just a little more of her 
female essence. 

He raised his head and looked past Tracy to encounter 
Peter’s glittering gaze. Unable to resist, Jordan leaned in and 
laid his mouth on his, too. Firm lips, commanding tongue, 
and a taste that immediately hardened his cock even more, 
there was nothing about kissing Peter Alvarez that Jordan 
didn’t like. 


A feather-light touch on his face drew his attention. He 
blinked, pulled back, and smiled at Tracy. She kept her 
fingers on his cheek, and her other hand rested on Peter’s. 
She’d caressed them both, a silent sign of encouragement 
and, he suspected, a bid to meld with them both. 

Small doubts that had lingered began to melt away. A 
virgin she may have been, but clearly she’d envisioned this, 
being with two men who were also lovers. Maybe Peter, with 
his fresh eyes and keen instincts, had been right. Maybe 
Tracy was the perfect woman for them. 

Jordan kissed her again briefly, allowing his tongue to 
tangle with hers, and then he said, “Let’s see how talented 
that mouth of yours really is.” 

He could tell by the expression on her face she wasn’t 
certain what he meant. Peter solved her dilemma by putting 
her on his lap and positioning her so that her chest rested 
against his and she faced Jordan. 

Jordan stood up and then cupped her face, lifting it up so 
that she could meet his gaze. “Will you suck my cock, 
sweetheart?” 

The way her face lit up one would have thought he’d just 
offered her a precious gift. 

“Yes, | want to suck your cock.” She fisted him, and Lord 
Almighty, her grasp, a little shy and a whole lot eager, raced 
his heart and heated his blood. “I want to taste you. | want 
to taste you both. Let me know if | do it wrong.” Then she 
leaned forward and licked him as if he was an all-day sucker 
and she had all day to savor him. 

“I don’t think it’s possible to do it wrong.” Jordan closed 
his eyes in pure bliss, because Tracy chose that moment to 
close her lips over the head of his cock, and then, praise 
God, she sucked his hardening dick deep into her mouth. 

He couldn’t help but comb the fingers of both hands 
through her hair. His caress of her head bordered, he knew, 
on the primitive. He couldn’t help himself. A few seconds of 
her honeyed mouth on his cock and he’d been reduced to 


primitive male animal as raw sexual thrill and hunger 
speared him, skewering him to his very soul. 

Tracy moved her head up and down on his cock, her 
motions languid yet thorough, her tongue bordering on the 
poetic as she stroked his shaft. Adding to those two 
tantalizing effects, she applied a subtle little suction so deep 
and rhythmic that his eyes damn near crossed. 

“Damn, woman, no one has to teach you a thing.” Jordan 
couldn’t help but gasp the words. “Baby, you are a natural.” 

Her little throaty sounds told him his words pleased her, 
and oh God, the vibration of those sounds against his wet 
shaft just increased the thrill factor tenfold. Jordan couldn’t 
recall when he'd received such bliss from a woman. 

“Can you feel my cock getting hard beneath you, Tracy? 
Watching you with Jordan’s cock in your mouth is getting me 
hot as hell.” Peter leaned forward and rested his chin on 
Tracy’s shoulder. “He tastes good, doesn’t he?” 

Peter spread her legs so that they draped his, exposing 
her slit. Then he slid his left arm around her waist, 
maneuvering his hand lower until his fingers teased her slit. 

Reaching out with his right hand he cupped Jordan’s balls. 

“Holy fuck.” The twin sensations of delicate female 
attention and the firm, experienced grasp of a man sent tiny 
electrifying shocks all over his body. Jordan shivered, and 
groaned, and felt his arousal nearing critical mass. 

He wanted to control it, to stave it off so he could hang in 
this wondrous realm of preorgasmic paradise. Amazing, 
thrilling, this plane of existence nearly eclipsed actual 
orgasm for sheer, unadulterated pleasure. 

If heaven existed, it had to be a world that felt just like 
this. 

“Our lover is being greedy, sweetheart, fighting us and 
clinging to nirvana for all he’s worth. | think we should make 
him come.” Peter’s words did something incredibly good to 
his emotions and his state of arousal. 


Tracy’s hand joined her mouth so that as she moved her 
head up and down, her graceful feminine fist pumped his 
shaft. A different feel from Peter’s touch, it still increased 
the pleasure, almost beyond bearing. 

Jordan groaned and threw his head back, battling to stave 
off completion, and at the same time reveling in this unique 
and very sexy tug-of-war. 

“Will you swallow his seed, sweet Tracy? | promise you he 
tastes delicious, but it’s an acquired taste.” 

Peter’s low tone and Tracy’s hummed, erotic response 
Shattered his control. The orgasmic eruption stirred, 
gathered, growing stronger and stronger as it rose and 
expanded and swelled, so that all he could do was surrender 
—surrender to the will of his lovers, and to the rapture that 
filled and spilled and captured his soul. 

His lovers soothed and stroked him as his climax ebbed. 
Strength deserted his knees, and he leaned forward, nearly 
collapsing but confident they’d catch him. Strong feminine 
arms surrounded his waist, and capable male hands 
caressed up and down his arms. An aftershock wracked him, 
and he sighed. Belatedly he realized his hands still gripped 
Tracy’s head, his fingers tangled in her hair as if he needed 
to hold on to keep from drowning. Relaxing his fingers he 
smoothed them over her hair, a silent caress of gratitude. 

“That was amazing.” Her words bathed his belly with soft 
moist air. 

He just enjoyed one of the best orgasms of his life, and 
yet that delicate touch had his cock twitching. 

“That’s my line.” He straightened then cupped her face. 
He kept his kiss chaste. “Thank you. That was amazing.” 

“For me, too,” Peter said. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this 
hard.” 

“Well, we can take care of that.” Jordan reached for a 
condom from the box he’d placed on the shelf over the tub. 
“Come here, Tracy.” 


He helped her off Peter’s lap, and then they both drew 
that man to his feet. Jordan gave her the protection, which 
she very thoroughly smoothed over the rigid flesh, causing 
Peter to hiss in obvious appreciation of the soft, feminine 
touch. 

Tracy gave him a cheeky grin. Peter returned it, and then 
sat down and drew her closer. “Straddle me, sweetheart, 
and take my cock inside that hot little pussy of yours. But if 
you're too sore, say so, and we'll find another—” 

“I’m not too sore, G-man. I’m empty. | need your cock in 
my cunt. Now fill me up.” 

“You,” Peter said as he settled her on his lap facing him, 
“are one cheeky wench.” 

Jordan found his arousal stirring at the sight of Tracy 
riding Peter’s cock. He leaned over the pair, inhaling the 
scent that rose on the steam from churning jets. He 
understood Tracy’s need to connect with them both. 
Watching his lovers having each other, he felt a similar 
need. 

Jordan ran his hand up and down her spine and trailed his 
fingers over the crack of her ass as she levered herself up 
and down on Peter’s shaft, fucking him with what appeared 
to be great relish. “I’m going to play with your sweet little 
asshole.” He whispered the words into her ear and followed 
them with a teasing taste of her skin. “We want you to take 
our cocks there, but you need to be prepared for it first.” 

“Mm, yes, I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to 
have two cocks at the same time. Will you feel each other’s 
cocks when you’re both buried deep, deep inside me, 
fucking me?” 

“Provocative words in a provocative tone. My, my, Ms. 
Jessop, | do believe you’re turning into quite the voluptuary.” 
Jordan couldn’t keep the smile out of his teasing words. 

“Ah, Mr. Kendall, | do sincerely hope so.” Tracy tossed her 
head back and sent him the sexiest siren-smile he’d ever 
seen. 


He bent over, kissed her, stabbing his tongue into her 
mouth, tasting her, then easing away. 

He gave Peter the same salute, reveling in the difference 
in flavors and textures between his lovers, marveling that 
the two, combined, filled him to overflowing, meeting every 
one of his physical, spiritual, and emotional needs. 

“Kiss him, sweetheart.” The commanding tone seemed to 
thrill her. She blinked owlishly then turned her gaze to Peter, 
and, with that same fuck-me grin, lowered her mouth to his. 

Was there anything sexier than watching his lovers move 
with such sensuous abandon, completely absorbed in each 
other? 

Jordan didn’t take his eyes off them as he reached toward 
the shelf and the dispenser of lube. 

Peter grunted, his body breaking into a sweat, his eyes 
closing as if to savor the build toward bliss. Tracy moaned, 
and her hitched breathing told him she was close to climax, 
too. 

He brought his gel-covered fingers to her, caressing up 
and down over her anus. She shivered, and he knew she 
liked it. 

She moaned again, and he leaned closer to them, his 
head dipping down to complete the three points of their 
personal triangle. And all the while he caressed her tiny 
rosebud, pushing slightly on each pass, increasing the 
bombardment of stimuli so that their woman’s ardor 
climbed, and climbed and climbed some more. 

“Oh, baby, you like having your ass played with.” Jordan 
breathed the words so that both his lovers soaked them in. 
“I can hardly wait until our cocks are inside you, one of us 
fucking your ass, the other fucking your cunt. We’ll brush 
against each other as we become one flesh.” 

Tracy whined, abandoning Peter's lips. She cried out, “Oh, 
God, I’m going to come!” 

Peter’s eyes snapped open, his gaze glittering with need, 
greed, and just a little bit of madness. Jordan met that gaze 


and drowned in it. 

“Yeah, now,” Peter said to them both. 

Jordan’s cock swelled as he centered his finger over 
Tracy’Ss anus and pressed, pressed, until he felt her 
sphincter loosen, and then open. He pressed until his finger 
slipped into her, sliding deep. Then he swore with sexual 
appreciation when Peter fisted him in a hard, sure, milking 
grip. 

He gave, and he took, and he reveled in the ecstasy of 
joining his lovers as they crested the top as together, they 
shared the free fall into rapture. 


Chapter 9 


“What we have here is one giant cluster fuck.” 

Mac Dwyer leaned forward, his beefy arms folded 
together, resting on the conference table, looking exactly 
like what he was—one very pissed-off Special Agent in 
Charge of the Dallas Divisional office of the DEA. 

Peter sat back, his own arms folded across his chest, 
doing his damndest to keep his promise to his boss, which 
was to keep his mouth shut. This management-level 
meeting was something which he normally would never 
have attended. Of course, the limited agenda of this 
particular meeting warranted his inclusion. 

Mac had just verified from another source that Miguel 
Ramos had not only identified Peter as the agent who’d 
intercepted his diamonds the month before, but he’d also 
put out a contract on Peter’s life—and that contract had 
been picked up by some as-yet-unknown person. 

“I can understand your concerns, Special Agent Dwyer. 
None of us enjoys the fact that our men are sometimes put 
in harm’s way. But I’m certain that Special Agent Alvarez 
has been aware of the risks involved in the career he’s 
chosen since the day he took his oath.” Templeton Marsh, 
United States Attorney, was the man coordinating this task 
force, code-named Counterstrike. 

It was the second time Peter had had the dubious honor 
of meeting the man, and his first impression didn’t change. 
Marsh, in Peter’s estimation, was nothing more or less than 
a pompous political ass. 

It forever irked Peter that those making the decisions at 
the highest levels of the Justice Department were never the 
ones with the experience of being in the line of fire. Field 
agents very rarely made it all the way to the top in any of 
the agencies. Instead, the men and women who served the 
United States as cops—local, state or federal—often found 


their lives in the hands of the ubereducated and 
uberconnected, who were not necessarily also the 
ubermission-savvy. 

“I’m quite certain that Peter didn’t expect to become the 
target of an assassination plot.” Mac kept his tone level, but 
Peter could tell by the expression on his face he was getting 
even more pissed. Mac Dwyer didn’t suffer fools gladly. 

“Be that as it may—” Marsh looked as if he was getting 
ready to give a dissertation on the gallantry of falling on 
one’s sword. God, | hope not. Men like Marsh irked him 
because while they called for the ultimate sacrifice from 
others, they rarely had the courage to stand and be 
counted, themselves. 

Peter felt himself begin to tune out whatever the lawyer- 
in-charge was about say. He’d been hearing variations of 
spin-talk since he’d first pinned on a badge so many years 
before, and it hadn’t changed one bit. 

“What I'd like to know,” a deep, gravelly voice cut in, “is 
how Ramos discovered who Special Agent Alvarez is in the 
first place. How did that bastard identify him as an agent 
assigned in this area? And how did he know Alvarez was the 
one who copped his diamonds?” Christopher Smith, the FBI 
field office SAC, sent a scathing look Marsh’s way. “The 
potential implications of the answers to those questions 
worry the hell out of me. Sir.” 

“That is the real problem,” James Kerrigan, the assistant 
Special Agent in Charge of the Dallas office of the ATF, 
agreed. “We have a leak on the task force, and that, | don’t 
like. It not only threatens the efficacy of the task force’s 
goal, it has the potential of tainting all of our arrests and it 
puts all of our agents at undue risk.” 

“You're all overreacting.” Marsh adjusted the cuffs of his 
white shirt, as if the matter under discussion was of no 
importance. He spared each of the division chiefs a 
dismissive look. “I assure you, there is no leak. The general 
public has only to conduct a search online to discover 


whatever it is they want to know about any of the 
Department of Justice’s investigative agencies. It’s the new 
transparency in this modern computer age, and it’s 
something we all have to live with, like it or not. Ramos 
probably simply picked out Special Agent Alvarez for the 
most obvious reason of all. He’s Mexican.” 

Into the sudden, shocked silence, Peter said, “No, sir. I’m 
not Mexican. I’m Virginian.” He knew his promise to his boss 
hadn’t made it to a full half hour, but he figured he was 
really doing the man a huge favor. By the look on Mac’s 
face, he’d been about to say something that could very well 
have ended his career. 

As it was, Mac Dwyer looked like he wanted to throttle the 
US Attorney with his bare hands. 

Marsh obviously didn’t think that Peter’s response 
warranted any kind of acknowledgement, as he gave him 
none. In fact, the man never even looked at him. Instead, he 
rose to his feet and once more swept the room with a 
disapproving glare. Peter had been told Marsh had flown in 
to Dallas just that morning, supposedly in response to this 
crisis situation. A hell of a long distance to come if he wasn’t 
even going to remain for the entire meeting. “| can see no 
reason for this task force to change its tactics now. We’ve 
already conducted two successful operations, netting well 
over two million dollars in contraband and assets. We have 
over sixty charges laid, and it appears as if most of them 
will earn convictions. Carry on as you have been, 
gentlemen. Proceed with the next target. Keep up the good 
work. It’s those kinds of numbers, after all, that matter the 
most. By showing the Congress that we get results, we 
guarantee the health of our department.” He gave them a 
final nod and then left the room, closing the door softly 
behind him. 

Peter waited a moment, wondering if anyone would say 
anything. Finally, into the silence, he said, “I choose to 


believe that asshole did not just blame my ethnicity for the 
fact that I’ve been targeted for death.” 

“Then you're a far more generous man than | am,” 
Kerrigan said. “Fuck, | hate it when politically ambitious 
lawyers are in charge. Especially if they’re aiming to be at 
the top of my fucking chain of command.” 

Peter hadn’t heard any gossip about Marsh before this, 
but what Kerrigan said made sense. If Marsh was angling to 
be the next assistant attorney general, then of course his 
success rate—or rather, the success rate of the task forces 
he directed—would be of paramount importance to him, and 
the safety of the men be damned. 

“Fuck.” Mac looked even more unhappy than he had 
before Marsh had opened his big mouth. “That was a 
complete waste of time. And the opinion of the esteemed 
United States Attorney aside, we do have a leak.” 

“Of course we do. Any fool could see that,” Smith said. “| 
propose that we each conduct a quiet audit of our units, and 
then the three of us touch base after. Maybe there’s a way 
we can arrange things so that the guilty party is implicated. 
Set some kind of trap” 

“| don’t see that we have any choice,” Mac said. “And | 
suggest we keep any further discussion about this problem 
just between the three of us.” 

“Agreed. We'll let you decide what to do about the threat 
directed toward Special Agent Alvarez.” Smith met 
Kerrigan’s gaze for one moment. When that man nodded, he 
turned back to face both Mac and Peter. “The less we know 
about that end of things, the better for Agent Alvarez. No 
one of us can swear, with absolute certainty, that the leak 
isn’t in our own agency.” His expression turned grim, and 
Peter didn’t have to ask why. 

Whoever had rolled over and played snitch for Ramos had 
betrayed a sacred trust. Only agents and cops who put it all 


on the line fully understood the magnitude of that sin. 
x KOK XK 


For every great achievement, some sacrifice was 
required. That had been one of the first lessons Templeton 
Marsh’s father had taught him. To this day, it remained a 
lesson that he not only embraced, but one he had proven, 
time and time again. 

His climb up the ladder of the Justice Department he 
owed in part to his almost uncanny ability to understand 
this principle and apply it judiciously. 

Special Agent Alvarez’s purpose in life was simple, and 
clear. He would be called upon to make the ultimate 
sacrifice. It was, Marsh believed, the only possible destiny 
for the man. 

Marsh wove his way through the streets of Dallas, 
enjoying the way the Ferrari 599 GTO responded to his 
touch. Someday, when his service to his country was done, 
and it was time to finally reap his due rewards for his long 
and exemplary career, Templeton Marsh fully planned to 
treat himself to toys like this car. 

It was very savvy and forward thinking of Reginald 
Calderon to loan him the vehicle for his brief stay in Dallas. 
Calderon had been gaining in influence within the party, 
becoming one of the most respected and sought-after 
backers in the Southwest. 

Marsh had already secured the patronage of two 
important and influential men in New York and Florida, 
respectively. Add Calderon to his list of “references,” and 
Marsh could very nearly write his own ticket. 

He didn’t want to be the attorney general of the United 
States. That position brought with it a certain level of power, 
yes, but the spotlight shining down on the man in that post 
could be downright unforgiving. However, the position of 
assistant AG held many of the perks with few of the 
drawbacks of being the man up front. 

Come the next election cycle, Marsh planned to be 
assistant AG. 


The vibration of power under his hands drew his attention 
back to the present. The Ferrari had as an added feature a 
state-of-the-art GPS device, and he’d found it a simple 
matter to key in his destination and let the device do the 
work of plotting his course. The park he was heading to, 
located in an upscale neighborhood, would likely be filled 
with families enjoying the sun on this Saturday afternoon. 
No one would necessarily take notice of two men sitting and 
chatting on a park bench in the shade. Off in the distance 
the modern city skyline seemed a world away from the 
carefully engineered bucolic setting of the streets he drove 
through. 

As he drew closer to his destination, his surroundings 
changed. Now on the horizon he could see the tony condos 
of the ultra rich as they rose above the urban landscape. 
Marsh identified the distinctive shape of the Kendall Plaza, a 
monument to familial wealth and resiliency. The Kendalls 
had long been an honored presence in the company of 
Texas movers and shakers. 

If only that wealthy family lent itself to political 
endeavors, Marsh felt certain he would have had no trouble 
securing their support. He shook his head as he often did, 
thinking about people like the Kendalls, and their close 
cousins the Benedicts and the Jessops of central Texas. Oh, 
power and wealth they had in abundance, but they seemed 
strangely reluctant to use it in any blatantly public way. 

Marsh had never been able to understand those who 
refused to make the most of the blessings they’d been 
given. 

The automated voice on the navigation device warned of 
his next two turns, a right followed almost immediately by a 
left. Marsh maneuvered the sports car around the corners 
flawlessly. He smiled with pleasure as a sense of power and 
entitlement filled him. 

Counterstrike would be a success, and when the single 
casualty was announced, he would step forward and play 


the outraged and righteous seeker of justice to the hilt. Of 
course, they would then bring Ramos down. Then, all he 
would need would be one more successful operation. 
Spearhead the vigorous prosecution of Miguel Ramos on the 
charge of assassination of an American federal agent, and 
the position he coveted would fall into his lap. 

Marsh brought the Ferrari to a smooth stop along the 
curb, adjacent to where he needed to be. Taking a moment, 
he removed his tie and checked his appearance in the 
mirror on the visor. He combed a few fingers through his 
Slightly-longer-than-regulation-length hair, and the 
transformation to business casual was complete. 

Marsh scooped his Kindle, locked the car behind him, and 
headed toward a park bench. 

He gave the area a quick visual sweep, his lawyer’s eye 
for detail missing nothing. Kudos to Davies for choosing this 
spot. Some distance from the designated play areas, they’d 
be assured of privacy. The bench he sat on was the only one 
close to the curb, and that was a plus, too. So a few minutes 
later when a younger man ambled up with a cup of coffee 
and paper sack from a takeout eatery, and sat down on the 
other end of the bench, anyone looking would think nothing 
more beyond the obvious. 

“Well?” Marsh had barely acknowledged the man who'd 
sat down, and then to all appearances returned to his 
reading. 

“Vm in.” 

“No problems?” 

“Just the usual. Ramos didn’t trust me at first, of course. 
He questioned how | alone had been able to escape the net 
that scooped up the others. | explained that Preston Rogers 
routinely had me cruise around while he and his men 
conducted business. | told him that when | saw the op go 
down and the cops move in, | was able to just drive by and 
keep on going. 

“And the information you gave him?” 


“He didn’t trust it right away, either, so he had me cool 
my heels in El Paso. Apparently, he’s now satisfied that | 
have told him the truth. You can tell Special Agent Alvarez 
that Miguel Ramos swallowed the bait. He’s pissed and is 
looking for revenge, and having studied the bastard, | can 
tell you he’ll likely move sooner, rather than later.” The man 
shook his head. “I’ve worked undercover for years, and what 
Alvarez has volunteered to do—offer himself as an open 
target—is the bravest thing I’ve ever seen.” 

Marsh managed to keep the distaste he felt from showing 
on his face. People like Peter Alvarez and Lorne Davies 
didn’t understand that their purpose in life was to be the 
soldiers, mindless drones who, if necessary, died for the 
greater good. It seemed they constantly had delusions of 
Significance. 

Men like Alvarez and Davies hadn’t been born to lead, but 
to follow. 

“Is Ramos putting you to work in his organization?” 

Davies laughed. “Yeah. As a driver in El Paso.” He 
shrugged. “But I’ve been able to capitalize on that, because 
even men like Ramos don’t see me for who | am. He thinks 
I’m just hired muscle, with no brain attached. He had me 
followed from the airport, but | had no difficulty losing the 
tail. Once | head back, l'Il have to be off the radar again, at 
least until he trusts me enough to give me a bit of 
freedom.” 

“That’s perfect. | would prefer that you maintain your 
cover. Do not check in with, or contact anyone in the Dallas 
field office. I’ve just come from a meeting. The division 
chiefs think there’s a leak, because word of our last ops got 
out before it happened. So let’s keep you completely under 
the radar. We don’t want any of the locals to know about 
you.” 

Though Davies didn’t give any outward signs, his voice 
reflected concern. “You suspect someone on the task force 
has sold out?” 


“I don’t. | think it was someone on the Dallas PD who 
boasted to his amigos about what an important job he was 
assigned to. Still, let’s err on the side of being prudent. | 
believe in “need to know,” and no one on the task force 
needs to know at the moment that we have you on the 
inside of Ramos’s organization. If for some reason our 
greater operation fails, then we'll still have you, our ace in 
the hole.” Marsh knew he could be convincing when he 
needed to be. “Continue to work your way in, Agent Davies. 
You've done it before, and very effectively. No one knew 
you'd been planted with Rogers. No one needs to know 
you're now with Miguel Ramos.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Davies appeared to finish his lunch, then got up, dumped 
his trash in a nearby container, and ambled on his way. 

Templeton Marsh continued to sit and read, a man 
enjoying a peaceful interlude. When fifteen minutes had 
passed, he closed the cover on his Kindle, then headed back 
to the Ferrari. 

He was scheduled to return to Washington the next day. 
He’d go back to the hotel suite Calderon had supplied for 
him, and see if the man had arranged any other little perks 
for his pleasure. And he’d start working on the press release 
announcing the death of a Special Agent of the DEA, a brave 
man who'd fallen in the line of duty. 

Like Lorne Davies, Templeton Marsh had studied Ramos, 
too, and had no doubt that Peter Alvarez’s future truly had 
been reduced to days, if not hours. 


Chapter 10 


| feel like a wife. 

Liking the sensation, Tracy hummed while she worked. 
Peter had returned from his meeting a couple of hours 
before, and they’d all spent the rest of the afternoon 
exploring each others’ bodies. / guess everything I’ve ever 
heard about afternoon delights was true. She'd definitely 
seen skyrockets. 

Tracy sighed. She’d never felt so good. She wanted to do 
something nice for the ones who'd put the smile on her face 
and the hum in her throat. Putting together this simple meal 
for the three of them came so naturally, she could focus her 
thoughts inward without taking anything away from the 
preparation of the food. 

They’d all decided to eat in instead of getting dressed to 
go out. And while both men had immediately volunteered to 
make dinner, she’d wanted not only the opportunity to care 
for them in this very traditional “female” way, but she’d 
needed the few minutes to herself performing this task 
would give her. 

The pork and rice casserole baked, and the broccoli 
steamed. She’d decided to complete the simple meal with 
chocolate. Nothing beat mixing a cake by hand to free the 
spirit and aid in contemplation. 

Tracy turned her head and raised her shoulder so she 
could inhale the scent of Jordan that clung to the tee shirt 
that just barely covered her. She’d bounded out of bed and 
scooped the garment before he’d had a chance to slip it 
back on. 

She’d never had the opportunity to wear a lover’s shirt 
before, never enjoyed this part of romance. Okay, maybe 
she was being a little premature, thinking of what the three 
of them had together as romance. But she couldn’t help it. 
That’s how it seemed to her heart. 


Tracy felt her arousal twitch inside her. She couldn’t keep 
the grin off her face. Since she’d become old enough to 
have sex, she’d read everything she could get her hands on 
about having sex. Her reasoning had been simple—but a 
little more complex than she’d told the men, earlier. She 
had believed that with enough knowledge, when the 
moment finally arrived, she would know what to do and how 
to do it. There’d be no surprises, and her lover—or lovers, 
because she’d been completely prepared to take on not just 
Jordan but also the man he loved—wouldn’t have to suffer 
the touch of an untutored woman. 

It was all Tracy could do not to laugh out loud at her own 
naiveté. Boy, did | ever have everything figured so totally off 
the mark. 

Yes, she had been both naive and wrong, because there 
had been surprises, and joy in discovery, and her lovers 
appeared to crave her touch, untutored or not. 

“Now that is one hell of a sexy smile. | bet | Know what 
you're thinking about.” 

The sound of Jordan’s voice pulled her attention away 
from inner space. She turned her gaze toward him and 
encountered both of her lovers, standing side by side, just 
inside the door to the kitchen. Shirtless, sporting only jeans 
and bare feet, they wore some pretty sexy grins 
themselves. They also made her heart race and her juices 
flow. 

She tilted her head to one side. “Oh yeah? What am | 
thinking about?” 

“Us, of course.” Jordan folded his arms across his chest 
and leaned against the door frame. “You were thinking 
about all the wild and wonderful things the three of us are 
going to do together over the next couple of days.” 

Since they hadn’t spoken about how much time they’d 
have together, and since both men were grinning, she 
figured something was up. 


“Hmm, | thought we’d already covered all the high 
points.” Tracy thought she must surely be aglow from inner 
happiness. How often had she longed to engage in this kind 
of intimate banter? 

“| didn’t get a chance to tell you when | got back from my 
meeting, earlier,” Peter said. He mimicked Jordan’s pose, 
leaning against the opposite door frame. “The task force | 
was working with has been put on hold. There’s been some 
kind of bureaucratic snafu among the upper management of 
the different agencies.” 

“Politics.” Tracy shook her head. “Even in our national law 
enforcement agencies. What a sad, sad commentary on our 
times.” 

“Hey”—Peter grinned—“I really hate to disillusion you, but 
it's more a case of ‘politics, especially in our national law 
enforcement agencies’. Anyway, when | transferred from DC 
to Dallas, | didn’t use up my vacation time first, which now, 
apparently, | am being asked to do.” 

Tracy wondered about the tiny flicker of something she 
thought she saw in Peter’s eyes. But it was there, and then 
gone so quickly that she figured she must have imagined it. 

“So you’re going to have time to play. That’s nice. | wish | 
could get some more time off work, myself, but it’s really 
out of the question. | have Monday off, of course, because 
the restaurant is closed on Mondays. Tuesday as well, as it’s 
my other regular day off. But then | have to be back at work 
on Wednesday.” 

“You don’t have to worry about counting the hours, 
sweetheart,” Jordan said, “because Peter and l, of course, 
have a plan. Since I’m still working on putting together my 
crew and nailing down all the final details for that complex 
I’ve been contracted to build on the outskirts of Waco, and 
you do have to go to work, too, we thought it might be 
easier all around if we relocate this party to my house in 
Lusty.” 


Tracy felt her heart kick into high gear. “You’ve barely 
moved any furniture into that place. | thought you weren’t 
planning on living there for awhile, yet.” She knew the 
house well. It had been built at the edge of town by his 
great-uncle Grayson Jessop, and had been empty since that 
elderly gentleman had passed a few years before. Jordan 
and his great-uncle had enjoyed a close relationship, and it 
was no one’s surprise that Grayson had wanted his favorite 
nephew to have the first choice at moving into his home. 
Jordan, of course, had snapped up the opportunity. Tracy 
knew he’d always loved that house. 

Jordan smiled. “Well, that’s true. | hadn’t made plans to 
move in this soon, and there’s not much there. But there’s a 
Kendall-sized bed, the spa attached to the master bedroom 
is state of the art and ready to go, and the kitchen is 
furnished with not only table and chairs but cookware. And 
since you helped me do some of the painting and 
renovating, | thought you’d be comfortable there. If, that is, 
you wanted to bring a few things over and stay with us for a 
while.” 

He thought she’d be comfortable there? That house had 
been at the center of her dreams ever since Jordan had 
been given permission to call it his own. As she’d helped 
him paint and renovate she’d done so in the hope that 
someday she’d live there herself. That house represented 
her own personal Holy Grail! How many times, late in the 
evening, had she driven past the place, or driven to it and 
just sat in her car, looking at it. Imagining. Dreaming. 

Tracy blinked and met the gazes of her two lovers. Both 
looked at her with almost identical expressions of waiting on 
their faces. 

“Yes. I'd like that. Actually, I’d like that a lot.” 

She thought Jordan looked more than pleased—he looked 
relieved. 

“It doesn’t take long to commute back and forth between 
Lusty and Waco.” Jordan left his post by the door and came 


toward her. “I'll be meeting with subcontractors and 
finalizing a few more new hires, a process that will last at 
least a week but will entail only short days, for the most 
part. So we'll have lots of time together.” He stopped mere 
inches from her. 

She returned his smile, and because she could, went up 
on her toes and gave him a quick, chaste kiss on the lips. 

“So, honey, what’s for dinner?” Peter approached her, 
maneuvering so that she was in her favorite spot, 
Sandwiched between the men. “Whatever it is smells 
scrumptious. But then’—his voice dipped lower, and he 
leaned forward and sniffed—“so do you.” 

Tracy felt her arousal begin to stir. Out of the corner of her 
eye she saw Jordan reach out a finger to scoop some cake 
batter. 

When she whipped the bowl out of reach, both men 
laughed. Tracy’s heart melted more than a little bit. Until 
that moment she hadn’t realized how endearing “playful” 
could be. 

“Never mind what we're having for dinner. You best worry 
about getting that table set, gentlemen, or l'Il feed this 
dinner to the dog.” 

“We don’t have a dog, sweetheart.” Jordan laughed. 

“Neither did |, growing up, but that fact never diminished 
my mother’s threat, now did it?” 

“I have to admit you're right. Whenever Aunt Heather 
said those words, we all jumped to it.” Jordan leaned in and 
returned her kiss, and then gave Peter a lighthearted swat. 
“Come on, boyfriend, let’s set the table. The dads are 
always saying, when your woman’s happy, everyone is 
happy.” 

Tracy chuckled as the men went in search of plates and 
cutlery, playfully shoving each other, and blaming the other 
for the failure of the great cake-batter theft caper. She 
turned back to finishing the dessert, cherishing the hope 
that had begun to bloom in her heart. 


They’d spent just under twenty-four hours as lovers, and 
already, at least it seemed so to her, they felt like a family. 

No, she acknowledged in the next breath. They felt like 
her family. 

x KOK XK 

Had he moved them to this point too fast? Jordan 
unlocked the door to his house on the outskirts of Lusty, and 
waited for his lovers to enter before doing so himself. 

“Wait until you see this!” Tracy, obviously excited, 
grabbed Peter’s hand and dragged him up the stairs. 

When Peter looked back at him, Jordan just chuckled and 
waved him on. Letting Tracy have her fun would give him a 
few moments to collect himself. Besides, he could hear 
them, and that was enough of a connection for the moment. 

He found a particular kind of pleasure in standing back 
and letting his lovers explore the home he’d held off moving 
into for so long. 

Jordan knew his reasons for that delay, if sooken aloud, 
would probably sound silly to his lovers. His great-uncle 
Grayson had built this house with the encouragement and 
blessing of the Town Trust so that he could provide a home 
for the family everyone had expected him to make. At least, 
that had been what everyone had believed he would do. 

Grayson had once confessed to Jordan that he’d gotten 
carried away with the ruse, making the place larger than 
necessary. And a ruse it had been, for Grayson had never 
had any intention of settling down, making a family, or 
producing heirs. 

Despite the fact that he’d been born and raised in Lusty, 
despite knowing the family history, Grayson Jessop had 
been a man totally uncomfortable in his own skin. He’d 
never been able to believe with all his heart that he could 
find a woman who really would be all right with being a part 
of a bisexual ménage, or a man who would accept sharing 
him with a woman. He’d been so torn with reconciling his 


bisexual nature that, in the end, he’d lived celibate and 
alone. 

Jordan could certainly relate to that dilemma. 

It was only in his last few years that his uncle had 
regretted the choices he’d made in life. He’d told Jordan that 
he’d really just been too cowardly to reach out and grab 
what he’d wanted most in life, and had thereby let his 
chance for love, and family, slip through his fingers. 

On his deathbed, Grayson had extracted a promise from 
Jordan—that he wouldn’t make the same mistake, denying 
himself the chance for true happiness. 

So Jordan avoided moving in, setting up house, as it were, 
because he hadn’t wanted to do so alone. He hadn’t wanted 
to risk turning into another member of the family who’d 
taken residence as a “bachelor gentleman.” And yes, a part 
of him had always doubted, as his uncle had doubted, that 
this kind of a family could last for the long haul. If he never 
tried, he couldn't fail. 

Not altogether ungrounded fears, he supposed, all things 
considered. 

“Holy shit, Kendall. | freaking love this place!” Peter came 
down the stairs and strode over to him. “This has got to be 
the most perfect house I’ve ever seen. | especially like those 
trophies you’ve put up on shelves in the hallway outside the 
bedroom. Sharpshooting champion? You never told me you 
were a marksman. Spill it, boyfriend.” 

Jordan actually felt himself blush. “I entered a few 
competitions in my younger days,” he said. When Peter 
continued to stare at him, he said, “Okay. | was all-state 
champion in high school, and | continued to compete well 
into college. During my stint with the National Guard, | 
earned top marksman rating. | still go out and shoot, though 
| don’t compete anymore.” 

“No fun winning all the time?” Peter grinned. 

“Something like that.” Jordan wasn’t one to sing his own 
praises. Peter must have sensed that because he laughed 


and clapped him on the back. 

“I like the terrace off the master bedroom. Maybe we 
could put a patio set out there. Be a nice place to have our 
morning coffee.” 

“That’s a great idea,” Jordan said. “We should make some 
lists.” 

“Is all that land out there yours?” Peter asked. 

“Technically, it belongs to the Town Trust, but yeah, most 
of what you see is attached to this property. Grayson turned 
his hand to farming, because he loved the land. But it was a 
hobby for him. He made his serious living off his art.” 

“Shit, it just hit me. Your great-uncle was G. Parker Jessop, 
wasn’t he?” 

“He was.” 

“I saw an exhibit of his once at the National Gallery. | 
think it was as a part of a series on Southwestern painters.” 

“Well, son of a bitch. | went with him to DC for that event. 
| couldn’t have been more than fifteen or sixteen at the 
time.” 

“Yeah, | was fifteen, and my tia abuela—my great-aunt— 
made me go. She said | needed to get some couth.” 

Jordan laughed. “Do you realize we may have actually 
seen each other then?” Funny, he mused, how the ebb and 
flow of life could be capricious. He thought back to that long 
ago, fun time. “I miss Gray. | really wish you could have met 
him. He was a great guy.” 

“Yeah? Tell me about him.” 

“It wasn’t just sexual orientation | had in common with 
him. We connected, sharing similar tastes in everything 
from art and music to literature and politics. In Gray | found 
an adult male who truly understood me, and the emotions 
that ran rough and wild through me. Not that my dads 
weren't great,” he said. “They were.” 

“But they weren’t bisexual,” Peter said. 

“No, they weren’t bisexual.” 


His uncle had proven to be a complete mentor for Jordan, 
for although G. Parker Jessop had made his mark with oils 
and canvas, Grayson Jessop had been an excellent 
woodworker and cabinetmaker. He’d actually designed this 
house himself, building most of it alone, when he had time 
between artistic inspirations. 

His uncle Grayson had recognized and nurtured in Jordan 
his love of building and had encouraged him to follow his 
heart and make his living with his hands. 

Peter came over to him and ran his hand down Jordan’s 
back. Peter would do that—touch him in an almost absent, 
but loving way—at almost any opportunity. The open, caring 
gestures damn near brought him to his knees. 

“I’ve only ever lost my abuela, but | know how it feels.” 
Peter scanned the unfurnished space around them—they 
were standing in what had been the parlor, at the base of 
the stairs. “I guess I’m trying to understand why you 
haven't moved in here before now. | understand that you 
have your house in Waco, and spend most of your time 
there because that’s closer to where the bulk of your work 
is. But | also know that when you do come to Lusty, you 
usually stay with your folks instead of settling in here.” 

Jordan shrugged. He wasn’t certain he wanted to put into 
words all his reasons for not moving in here before now. At 
least, he didn’t want to yet. And really, they weren’t actually 
moving in so much as they were just going to be staying 
here for a while. They hadn’t made any permanent plans, 
the three of them. They’d be here for a few weeks, but who 
knew how long they’d all stay? So he said, “It’s really too 
much house for just one man.” 

Peter tilted his head to one side. “I Suppose it is.” 

Jordan knew that Peter knew he’d given him only a partial 
answer, at best. Peter, of course, let it go, and Jordan knew 
that, too. One thing Jordan could count on Peter to do, and 
that was to let him off easy at almost every turn. 


Yet a part of him believed that Peter was only going to do 
that for so long. Already, guilt stabbed at Jordan, tiny but 
incessant little daggers of guilt. Damn it, he wanted to give 
more of himself than he was giving. Maybe he could give 
just a little more. 

Jordan sighed and ran a frustrated hand through his hair. 
“I’m trying. | don’t know why some things are so difficult for 
me.” 

Peter met his gaze, and all teasing fled his expression. His 
look turned serious, nearly solemn. “Don’t you?” he asked. 

Just then Tracy came down the stairs. The look on her 
face told Jordan she’d known the two men had been talking, 
and that she hesitated to intrude on their privacy. 

Jordan chose not to answer Peter’s insightful question, 
never mind it had been a rhetorical one. Instead he flashed 
a grin at Tracy. “Well, what do you think? Is it the way you 
remembered?” 

“Better. It’s bigger than | remembered, too. Even the 
echoes are bigger than | remember them being.” 

She looked innocent, but Tracy had just proved herself to 
be as insightful as Peter. Both his lovers stood quietly, 
watching him, and, he knew, waiting. The two of them were 
a hell of a lot more generous of spirit than he deserved. 
Next to them, he felt like a sham. 

Progress—whether in little things or big things—came one 
step at a time, didn’t it? He’d opened the house, invited his 
lovers here. Whether for a short time, or a long time, 
seemed irrelevant at the moment. They’d accepted his 
invitation. The least he could do was make them feel 
welcome, and at home. 

He put his hands in his pockets and shrugged. “So let’s 
see what we can do about getting rid of the echoes.” 


Chapter 11 


“For a tiny little thing, you sure are strong, Blondie.” 

Tracy kept her eyes closed as Jordan held her hands 
above her head while Peter used his hands, covered in soap 
foam, to drive her wild. They’d all worked hard, moving 
pieces of furniture into the house, converting it from an 
empty house into a home. Peter had just finished inspecting 
her biceps, saying “ooh” and “ah” as he pretended to 
measure her muscles. 

Or maybe he hadn’t been pretending. Well, it wouldn’t do 
to let these men get too much of an upper hand. “You 
remember that, G-Man, and we'll get along just fine.” 

“You should have added ‘feisty’ to your assessment, 
lover.” Jordan’s voice seemed to vibrate behind her and 
through her. His naked front plastered her naked back, and 
she could attest that steam wasn’t the only thing rising in 
the shower stall. 

“Mm, | should have. | do love a woman with fire.” 

Tracy smiled. “You want to see fire, you just keep on 
talking as if I’m not here. l'Il show you fire.” 

The water continued to rain down on them from the twin 
Shower nozzles, one at each end of the very large enclosure. 
The shower featured two more nozzles, waist height, but 
they’d elected to leave those turned off for now. 

All they’d intended, the three of them, was a fairly quick 
rinse off before bed. They’d spent the day moving furniture, 
cleaning, even taking a tour of the lawns and gardens. 

Tracy could have sworn she was completely exhausted. 
But something about sharing hot water, soap, and 
innuendos with two extremely virile men eased her 
exhaustion and kick-started her libido. 

“Curiosity begs me to ask just exactly how you'd do that, 
sweetheart,” Peter said. 


Tracy gasped as he used soapy fingers to pull and pinch 
her nipples, tugging them to impossible lengths, spreading 
heat through her entire body. She shivered, arousal and the 
dare permeating the steam, urging her to recklessness. 

Jordan eased his hold of her arms, running his hands 
down them, then sweeping them around her waist, and, she 
guessed, heading southward. 

Tracy opened her eyes, met Peter’s heated gaze for a 
single heartbeat. He lifted one eyebrow in silent inquiry. 
Tracy smiled, bent over, fisted his cock, stroked him twice, 
and then closed her mouth around him. 

“Jesus!” His hissed oath and the grip of his hands in her 
hair thrilled her beyond measure, stirred her in a way that 
could only be called primal. The taste of him, hot and salty, 
aroused her, made her hungry for all she could get of him. 

Behind her, Jordan gripped her hips and rubbed his 
engorged cock against the crack of her ass. 

“Damn, that is hot, watching her suck your cock...” 

“You have got an incredible mouth on you, Blondie. Swirl 
your tongue along...mm, yes, just like that.” 

“I think | want to take it up a notch for you, boyfriend.” 
Jordan’s words, obviously spoken to Peter, nonetheless sent 
a shiver down Tracy’s spine. 

“Mm, | like the sound of that,” Peter gasped, because 
Tracy had chosen that exact moment to cup his balls and 
give him just a little bit more suction. “Oh, God. If | can hang 
on without coming, that is.” 

“Ease up on him, Tracy, and we'll see if we can all come 
at the same time.” Jordan stroked his hand down her back 
from nape to ass, then followed the curve of her body and 
finished with a deep, seductive stroke of her slit. 

Tracy groaned, then slowed the glide of her mouth on 
Peter’s cock. She slid her lips off him, and nuzzled him, tip 
to base, inhaling the man-scent that surrounded his scrotum 
and giving him little puffs of air to stir his pubic hair. 


“Is that how you ease up? Damn, you’re our very own 
Circe, come to life. Man, what a mouth you have.” 

“I haven’t come in at least a couple of hours,” Tracy 
quipped. 

She straightened and watched as Jordan moved from 
behind her to beside Peter. The men kissed, a light, simple 
tasting. It delighted her every time they did that, not just 
because the sight of them together turned her on, but 
because of the implicit trust they had in her. 

“What do you have in mind, lover?” Peter’s voice had 
taken on that very deep timbre of high arousal. 

Jordan adjusted the shower, so that the water became 
more of a mist. Then he reached up to the shelf in the 
corner of the shower. Tracy recalled what items Jordan had 
placed up there earlier. Her curiosity was caught. 

“You'll find out in just a moment.” Jordan brought his hand 
back, two fingers covered with an opaque substance. He 
leaned closer to Peter and kissed his neck, and while Tracy 
couldn’t see what he then did with those coated fingers, she 
could guess. Since she still had her hand wrapped around 
Peter’s cock, she felt him twitch, and pulse, and grow just a 
bit harder in response to Jordan’s touch. 

“Tracy, sweetheart, Peter would really like your mouth 
back on his cock. Wouldn’t you, lover?” 

“God, yes. Keep rubbing those clever fingers against my 
asshole, Jordan. It feels so damn good now, but | want to 
feel the two of you working me at the same time.” 

His eyes had closed in pleasure. Tracy stretched up and 
placed a soft kiss on Peter’s lips. She also gave one to 
Jordan, and then turned her attention back to the throbbing 
Shaft in her hand. 

The water continued to fall gently, and Tracy imagined 
being bathed by a tropical mist. Bending at the waist, she 
licked the head of Peter’s cock, delicately lapping up the 
drops of his own moisture he gave her. 


“Yes, that feels so good.” Peter moved his hips slightly, 
but whether in response to her oral attentions or Jordan’s 
anal play, she couldn’t be certain. 

“I’m going to insert a butt plug in Peter,” Jordan said 
softly. “And then, sweet Tracy, I’m going to put one in you. 
And then l'm going to fuck your cunt. Let’s see if we all 
three of us can come at the same time that way.” 

Tracy clenched her inner muscles, Jordan’s words enough 
to make her juices leak. Every time he or Peter had played 
with her ass, her excitement and arousal had gone off the 
scale. 

“Here’s one,” Jordan whispered. 

Tracy could almost feel the plug entering Peter. He 
Shivered once, and his cock pulsed. Instinctively she 
stopped sucking, just held his engorged flesh in her mouth, 
her tongue giving the shaft gentle little teasing strokes. 

Peter’s gasps thrilled her, and she knew he fought for 
control. That makes two of us. Tracy smiled around Peter’s 
cock. Then she reached up with her right hand and fisted 
Jordan. 

His cock felt hot and hard in her hand, and when she 
stroked him, he thrust into her palm, assuring her that he 
was as horny as both she and Peter were. 

“I’m thinking we're all going to explode sooner, rather 
than later.” He extricated himself from her grasp, but she 
didn’t mind because he immediately put on a condom. Then 
he reached up to the shelf again. He maneuvered around 
them until he was once more behind Tracy. 

“Cold, sweetheart.” 

The cool silkiness of the lube he spread over her anus 
sent bolts of arousal to her nipples and her pussy and every 
point in between. 

She hadn't realized she’d stopped sucking on Peter’s cock 
again until he flexed his fingers in her hair and thrust his 
hips. 


Jordan was running his slick fingers up and down over her 
pucker, pressing in with each pass, and it felt so good she 
began to rock her hips back, trying to catch more of that 
scrumptious pleasure. 

“Easy, sweetheart.” Jordan’s velvety croon stimulated the 
swirling sensations within her. 

Then she felt pressure on her rosebud. Unable to help 
herself she pushed back against it. A slight burning came 
with the pressure, and she felt herself opening. Slow, 
gradual, the plug slid into her, and her entire body shook. 

Her knees felt as if they were about to give out. She 
reached her right hand around to anchor onto Peter’s ass. 
She felt the smooth globe beneath her fingers clench and 
release, clench and release as he worked the plug in his own 
rectum. 

Then Jordan’s hands gripped her hips. “Spread your legs a 
little bit more...mm, just like that, yes. Now, I’m going to join 
this celebration.” 

Oh God. His latex-covered cock nestled between the lips 
of her pussy, then slid into her cunt in one solid, firm thrust. 

Tracy didn’t know how much longer she could take so 
much stimulation. Close to coming, she began to suck hard 
and fast on Peter’s cock. 

Connected, in sync, they moved together, all of them 
using the same rhythm as Jordan fucked her, hard and fast 
and deep. With each thrust of his cock into her pussy, she 
felt the plug in her ass move, a jarring little back and forth 
motion that made her arousal climb. It felt as if her clit was 
being stimulated from the inside as well as the outside. 
She’d never been so horny in her life. 

Tracy needed, very desperately, to come. 

“Yes!” Peter’s cry of victory, the quivering of his cock in 
her mouth, pulled her orgasm from her. Her body vibrated 
as her climax consumed her. She swallowed stream after 
stream of Peter’s seed, and when Jordan swore, when he 
thrust hard and held himself deep within her, the heat of his 


seed filling the condom caressed her cervix, catapulting her 
beyond pleasure into the realms of purest rapture. 
x KOK XK 

Hiding in the shadows had never been Peter’s way. If it 
had, he might have opted to work for one of the more 
covert agencies. So while he’d obeyed the orders of his boss 
and taken a short leave from active duty, he’d be damned if 
he sat around and did nothing. 

Some sleazy scumbag had put a price on his head, and 
that just pissed him off. 

“That’s some frown you’re wearing there, G-Man.” 

Peter blinked, and encountered Tracy’s steady stare. He’d 
been so deep in his own thoughts he’d momentarily 
forgotten he was at Lusty Appetites, awaiting the arrival of 
one of his lovers’ brothers, while the other of his lovers was 
Supposedly at work in the next room. 

Apparently, Tracy had come out to check on him. He 
smiled at her now, using the very smile his mother had told 
him always warned her he was up to no good. Hopefully, 
Tracy didn’t know him that well, yet. 

“What are you doing, slacking off? Back to the kitchen, 
wench, and prepare my meal.” 

“You haven’t ordered anything yet.” Tracy stuck her 
tongue out at him. 

From the next table he heard a snicker. Ginny Rose was 
clearing away dishes and shot him a grin. He winked at her, 
and so he noticed when she turned her head, stiffened, and 
blushed suddenly. 

The door opened, and the sheriff of Lusty, Texas, strode 
in. 

“Good afternoon, Ginny. You’re looking very pretty today.” 
As Adam passed her he laid a hand on her shoulder, just a 
light touch. 

Peter caught Ginny’s flinch, and the way she lowered her 
head as if embarrassed by her reaction. If Peter had to label 


Adam’s response to that reaction, the word he’d choose 
would be “stoic.” 

Adam came over and took one of the chairs opposite 
Peter. Then he looked at Tracy. 

“You're looking something today, too, Ms. Jessop. I'd 
elaborate, but | wouldn’t want to court the wrath of my 
brother or Special Agent Alvarez, here.” 

Tracy chuckled. “Oh, Adam. Even you—Sheriff, all-around 
hero-type—are slow on the uptake. It’s not their wrath you 
ever need to worry about.” Then she widened her smile to 
include Peter, and he realized that maybe Tracy did know 
him that well, after all. 

“No?” Adam donned an expression of interest. 

“No,” she said sweetly. “It’s mine.” 

Then she turned and went back to the kitchen, and Peter 
didn’t think he imagined that she’d used extra force on the 
Swinging door. 

“You ready to order now, Peter?” Ginny asked. 

“Yes, please, Ginny. l'Il have the Cobb salad and a refill on 
my sweet tea.” 

Ginny wrote then looked at Adam. 

“PIL have a burger and fries, and a Coke, please, Ginny.” 

“Meat well done, with mustard and tomato, but no 
lettuce,” Ginny said. “And mayo on the side to dip your fries 
into.” 

Adam smiled. “Yes, ma’am. One thing you can depend on 
with me, Ginny Rose. I’m constant and I’m steady.” 

Peter had the sense Adam was saying more than the 
words would seem to mean because Ginny blushed as she 
wrote his order, then excused herself to get their drinks. 

Peter waited patiently while Adam’s gaze followed the 
waitress. It seemed to him she trembled, just a little, as she 
delivered their beverages. He thought she didn’t so much 
head to the kitchen, then, as she escaped to it. 

Adam swung around once the door closed behind Ginny 
and met Peter’s gaze. “If it’s shoptalk, | suggest you accept 


the invitation I’m about to extend,” he said quietly. 

Ginny came out of the kitchen and brought cutlery and 
ketchup to their table, along with a saucer that held a small 
container of mayo. 

“Maybe you'd like to see the sheriff's office after lunch? 
Sort of a busman’s holiday.” 

“A Federal agent having a busman’s holiday in a sheriff's 
office?” Peter asked. 

Adam grinned. “Don’t be a snob. You might specialize in 
drug enforcement, but we do it all.” 

Peter laughed. “Okay, you’re on.” 

Ginny went back to the kitchen. The look Adam shot him 
raised that man in his estimation. 

It hadn’t even occurred to him that there would be no 
privacy here if what he wanted to talk about was something 
he’d rather his lovers not know about. 

One thing Peter had learned in the last month or so was 
that the food and the service at Lusty Appetites were both 
excellent. 

Tracy had sent him a side of garlic bread, and he 
wondered briefly if she meant to reward him for eating 
healthy, or tell him he might as well have the garlic bread 
because there’d be no kisses from her. 

He excused himself when he finished eating and stole into 
the kitchen. 

“Hey, no civilians in here,” Kelsey Benedict said. Since 
She was laughing, Peter just smiled, went over to his 
woman, and pulled her into a very lusty kiss. 

Her flavor sank deep, and Peter had a moment to wish 
they were both back at Jordan’s, naked and between the 
sheets...or in the shower...or the spa. 

Damn, I’m getting hard. He eased back from Tracy, 
completely satisfied when she blinked as if coming out of a 
stupor. “See you later, Blondie. Thanks for lunch.” 

“You can thank us at the cash register.” Kelsey laughed. 


” 


“Of course.” Then, to Tracy, “Adam’s offered me a tour of 
the sheriff's office. I’m hoping that doesn’t mean he wants 
me to see the inside of the jail. So if | don’t show up, come 
bail me out, please.” 

“I'll consider it,” Tracy teased. 

Adam stood talking to Ginny as he waited for Peter. Of 
course, she ducked her head when Peter approached, but he 
didn’t take it personally. Peter gave her a twenty, which 
more than covered the meal, and waved off the change. Her 
“thank you” sounded shy. 

He’d heard a little of Ginny’s story, and honestly couldn’t 
blame her for her timidity. All things considered, Adam was 
pursuing the right course, using subtle gestures and 
constant exposure to get her used to him, and to prove to 
her that not all men were pricks. 

“I like your town, Adam,” Peter said as they walked the 
few blocks from the restaurant to the sheriff's office. 

“So do |. It’s a good town, with solid people and a history 
that goes back a long way. The people here are peaceful 
and law abiding, and for the most part life here is simple 
and predictable. Not that we haven’t had our moments.” 
Adam turned and gave Peter a level stare. 

Peter knew he was referring to one of those moments that 
occurred last month, out at the airstrip. 

“Last month, as | recall,” Peter said, “you were pissed 
when Morgan and Henry took it upon themselves to step in 
front of you, metaphorically speaking. That they took action 
without consulting you first.” 

“I was. Which leads me to wonder, are you planning to do 
the same thing?” 

They’d reached Adam’s building, and that man turned 
and raised one eyebrow, sending Peter the kind of stare he 
imagined would make most grown men sweat. 

“Hell, no. | invited you to lunch in order to put you /n the 
loop. But I’m going to need your word that neither Jordan 
nor Tracy finds out about our discussion.” 


“Keeping secrets from your lovers /sn’t guaranteed to 
help promote the health of your relationship,” Adam advised 
as he opened the door. “Words from my fathers, and | 
believe they know what they’re talking about.” 

“Point taken,” Peter agreed. “But at the moment, I’m 
more interested in promoting the health of my lovers. | don’t 
want them worrying about me.” Jordan, in particular, 
seemed to have a bit of a hard time with the fact he was in 
love with a man in a dangerous profession. Peter could see 
no need to add to his burden. On top of that Peter felt an 
urgency to do all he could to nail Ramos. 

Peter had awakened that morning with the gut feeling 
that if Miguel Ramos wanted him as badly as that little 
bastard Enrique Smith had claimed, then he’d likely be able 
to discover anything at all about him—his life, and the best 
way to hurt him. He’d already called his boss, so he knew 
his family back in Virginia was going to be protected. 

Now it was time to do as much for his family here in Lusty 
—while at the same time beginning his own offensive 
maneuvers. 

“You're not really on vacation, are you?” 

Peter appreciated Adam’s directness. “No. I've been 
asked to make myself scarce because that slime bucket, 
Miguel Ramos, has put a contract out on me, which means 
there’s a leak somewhere on the Task Force.” 

“And of course, you’re not going to do exactly what 
you've been asked to do, are you?” 

Because Adam smiled, Peter knew he had an ally. He 
could see no reason to pull any punches with his lover’s 
brother. 

“Of course I’m not. Make myself scarce? Not fucking likely. 
I’m going to nail that bastard. But I’m going to need your 
help to do it.” 

Adam gestured to the third desk in the sheriff's office. 
Peter knew it was the desk used by their part-time deputy, 
Jasper Jones. 


“Make yourself at home, Special Agent Alvarez,” Adam 
invited. “Tell me everything you can, and let’s see what we 
can do about building a case against Miguel Ramos.” 


Chapter 12 


Miguel Ramos felt the surge of his power as the silence 
around him stretched out. At the moment, not even the 
birds seemed inclined to sing. Usually, when he enjoyed this 
part of his private garden, a plenitude of birds would 
serenade him. Today, likely, they sensed the predator in 
him, and kept still. 

He took one moment to focus inward, to appreciate the 
strength that flowed through him. Surrounding himself with 
bodyguards and servants was all well and good. But 
sometimes it became necessary to demonstrate exactly 
why it was he was the man everyone called “Don Miguel.” 

He kept an iron-fisted control on his empire, which meant 
not only knowing and controlling everyone and everything 
within it. It meant keeping fear alive in the hearts of the 
men and women he owned. 

Alfonso Flores stood before him. The young man’s usual 
insouciance was beginning to give way to caution. Caution, 
Ramos knew, would soon give way to fear. 

Alfonso had grown up in the same streets that had forged 
Ramos into the man he’d become. He’d had great hope for 
the young man who'd come to his employ two years before. 
He’d shown such promise. 

But for Alfonso, the lessons of survival gleaned in the 
gutters of /os barrios had only penetrated skin-deep. They 
had not forged him, and his improved circumstances had 
only made him soft, lazy, and arrogant. 

Alfonso Flores had turned out to be a disappointment, and 
Miguel Ramos no longer tolerated disappointment. 

“You will explain to me how it was Senor Davies managed 
to elude your surveillance, por favor.” 

“He was determined to lose me, Senor Ramos. He must 
have spotted me as soon as he arrived at the airport in 
Dallas. It proves that he is a man not to be trusted.” 


Ramos gave the boy points for creativity. He felt certain 
that other men would buy such reasoning, and in fact, what 
Alfonso said might very well be true. 

“Senor Davies’s abuela lives in Dallas. Did you know that, 
Alfonso?” 

Confusion lit the young man’s face for just a moment, and 
then he smiled. “I did not. If you wish to make an example 
of Senor Davies, | will be happy to kill the old woman for 
you.” 

Another time, Ramos would likely have excused Alfonso. 
He was young, not yet seasoned, and certainly believed 
himself loyal enough. And had he not so recently suffered 
the loss of several million dollars worth of diamonds, Ramos 
knew that he very likely would have. 

Ramos sat back in his comfortable chair, crossed his legs, 
and let his hands rest easily on the arms of it. 

“| don’t like failure. Ever. It is not Senor Davies who has 
failed me, Alfonso. He did what any man about to visit his 
grandmother would do. He perceived a threat and acted in 
such a way as to evade that threat.” Had Davies not called 
him that very morning, Ramos would have been more 
inclined to believe Alfonso. But he had called, explained that 
he’d been aware of his shadow, and had chosen to evade 
rather than kill the man. 

Lorne Davies had then stated, unequivocally, that no one 
in his business world would ever be allowed near his 
grandmother. 

Ramos respected a man who took a stand in order to take 
care of his family. 

“You, however, failed to keep the man in your sights. 
Worse, you let him see you. Such failures could lead to 
catastrophic consequences. Such failures cannot be 
tolerated.” 

Alfonso’s bravado finally deserted him. 

“Por favor, Don Miguel—” 

“Silencio!” 


Now Alfonso realized the power of Ramos, and terror filled 
his face. Ramos got to his feet and gave a nod. Two of his 
bodyguards stepped forward, flanking Alfonso, but not 
touching him. They were only to prevent the young man 
from running away. 

He, and only he, would mete out the punishment that 
Alfonso Flores had earned. 

“Rico, if you please?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

His lieutenant stepped forward, a silver tray in his hands. 
On the tray, gleaming in the sun that just now broke through 
the clouds, lay the first real knife Miguel Ramos had ever 
owned. 

He’d taken it from a bandito who’d thought the young 
Ramos—at the time scruffy and skinny—to be easy prey. 
Ramos had killed the bastard with his own knife, a 
Surprisingly good-quality switchblade. 

Ramos noted Alfonso’s eyes had widened, his stare fixed 
on the weapon. The metal of the handle was so worn the 
etchings it had once boasted could no longer be discerned. 
The hilt of the knife fit in Ramos’s hand with the comfort of 
an old friend. 

He held the knife for a moment, bringing it directly in 
front of his face. 

Alfonso’s gaze followed the weapon. Then blinking, he 
finally looked into Ramos’s eyes. 

Ramos didn’t believe in making anyone suffer unless they 
had truly earned it. Alfonso hadn’t earned cruelty, just 
death. 

Ramos pressed the button, and the knife blade sprang 
free, as sharp and lethal as ever it had been. Moving with 
deadly speed and accuracy, Ramos plunged the blade into 
Alfonso Flores. 

He stepped back as Alfonso fell, as he cried out in shock 
and pain, as he died. 


“Take him to the desert. Let the animals find sustenance 
from his flesh, and the hot sun bleach his bones a ghostly 
white.” 

His men scrambled to do as he ordered, their fear 
restored, their respect commanded. Ramos took no joy in 
the death of Alfonso Flores. Neither did he mourn him, or 
feel even an iota of remorse. Killing Flores had been a 
necessary act. 

Miguel Ramos would always do the necessary. 

He accepted the cloth Rico handed him, and cleaned the 
blade of the knife. Closing the weapon, he laid it on the tray. 
Then he took the second cloth being offered, this one 
scented with lemon, and wiped his hands. 

“I wish to speak to our friend near Waco,” he said to Rico. 
“I believe it is time for him to make a move, as well.” 

“Yes, sir. l'Il get him on the phone for you. Would you care 
for some espresso, sir?” 

“Yes, l'Il take it on the terrace. | want to watch the ocean 
for a while. Then you may place the call.” 

Yes, Ramos would always do the necessary. But that 
didn’t mean he needed to deprive himself of any of the 
pleasures of life. 

x OK OK OX 

Tracy arrived back at Jordan’s before either of the men. In 
the few days they’d been staying together, she had most 
often been the last to arrive. Peter tended to get home first, 
and could be found either working on the gardens, or 
reading, or making dinner. 

Tracy wasn’t sure what he did with his time during the 
day. She’d thought he’d get bored, not going to work every 
morning. When she’d said as much one evening he’d 
Shrugged and said he appreciated the change of pace of 
vacation time, and that he’d be back at work soon enough. 

What bothered Tracy was that Peter had said that to her 
without meeting her gaze, and she couldn’t help but think 
something was going on with him. 


Of course, maybe she was imagining things, because her 
emotions had been all over the place the last few days. How 
could they not be? She was finally living her dream, 
indulging herself every night in the men she loved. And yet 
the reality of her dream was both more and less than she’d 
imagined. 

Tracy entered the kitchen and put the foil-covered baking 
pan in the oven, setting the temperature on low. When 
she'd lived alone, she didn’t bother bringing any of the extra 
daily specials home. She’d have her dinner at work and let 
everyone else divvy up what was left. 

She turned away from the stove, intent on setting the 
Small table that stood under the pretty picture window that 
looked out over the backyard. The dining room was nice, but 
for sheer hominess, she preferred the kitchen. The men did, 
too. Tracy worked quickly, wondering when the men were 
going to get home, but mostly...mostly, she realized, just 
appreciating the time alone. Her teeth worried her bottom 
lip as she thought about that. Her relationship with Jordan 
and Peter was still shiny new. Should she be grateful for 
private time already? 

Drawn to the peace of the outside, Tracy wandered out 
the kitchen door. Jordan had picked up a glider at a yard 
sale on the way home from Waco a couple of days before. 
He and Peter had set it up on a corner of the back patio. 

Tracy sat, folding her right leg under her, using her left to 
gently propel the swing. She thought about the change her 
life had taken, and she thought about the little moments 
when she'd catch an expression on Jordan’s face, or one of a 
different sort on Peter’s. 

They’d taken an enormous step together, the three of 
them, but none of them were treating it that way. They were 
all acting...well, they were acting in the moment. 

Tracy let her gaze wander to the house behind her. Odds 
and ends. Jordan's house was furnished with odds and ends, 
items he’d taken from his family’s attics, scrounged from 


yard sales, or picked up at the overstock warehouse just off 
the Interstate. Of course, her contributions to the décor had 
been more or less along the same vein, as had Peter’s. 

Temporary. We’ve filled the house with things that are 
temporary. Are we temporary, too? 

The sound of a car door closing alerted Tracy that 
someone had arrived. She considered getting up to see who 
it was, but her leg kept making the glider move. She let her 
head lean back against the cushion while the swaying 
motion of the glider soothed her. Then the sound of a high- 
heeled shoe on stone made her open her eyes. 

“There you are. | heard the sound of the swing from the 
kitchen.” 

“Hi, Aunt Samantha.” Tracy straightened up, but 
Samantha Kendall gestured for her to stay where she was. 
While she was Jordan’s mother, she really wasn’t Tracy’s 
aunt. If you grew up in Lusty, as a kid, you tended to call all 
the older folks who weren’t parents or grandparents, “aunt” 
and “uncle.” 

“It’s a wise woman who seizes the moment to relax,” 
Samantha said and, to Tracy’s delight, kicked off her shoes 
and joined her on the glider. 

“It was a busy day at the restaurant today.” True enough, 
that fact could explain why Tracy felt a little more tired, and 
unsettled, than usual—if it weren’t for the fact that she 
knew the real cause of her restlessness. 

“| heard you had an unusual day. We don’t get many tour 
busses driving through town, let alone stopping to fill one of 
our businesses with customers.” 

Tracy grinned. “The driver took a wrong turn. When the 
ladies on board—a seniors’ group from Philadelphia on their 
way to Dallas—saw the name of the restaurant, they 
insisted on stopping for lunch.” 

“This is such a pretty spot,” Samantha said after a few 
minutes of quiet. “I’ve always said so.” 

“I know. | feel the same way. | love this house.” 


“I was so pleased when Jordan told me that the three of 
you were going to be staying here. I’ve worried about him. 
But then, last month, he met Peter. And now he’s finally 
opened his eyes and seen you.” 

Tracy blushed. She’d never told anyone, other than Julia, 
about her feelings for Jordan Kendall. Apparently, she hadn’t 
needed to. She was beginning to understand her secret had 
really been no secret at all. 

“Į feel it only fair to tell you | made the first move,” Tracy 
said. 

“Well, there’s certainly nothing wrong with that.” 
Samantha looked at her. “Sometimes, we women have to 
make the first move, take the first risk, if we really want our 
heart’s desire.” She paused, and Tracy sensed she wanted 
to say more. Finally, Samantha turned to her. 

“Do you have your heart’s desire, sweetheart?” 

Tracy had always found Samantha Kendall to be an 
unusually insightful woman. That belief had just been 
underscored. 

“| would have to say no, not yet.” 

“If it’s any comfort, | can tell you that Jordan has seemed 
more at ease with himself these last few weeks. It’s never 
been easy for him. Just his nature, | Suppose, because no 
one in the families has ever, to my knowledge, made him 
feel self-conscious, or treated him with anything but 
acceptance and love.” 

“And you would know if they had,” Tracy said. 

“Oh, you bet | would.” Samantha sighed. “His fathers 
have told me that, in many ways, he very much resembles 
his great-great-grandfather, Warren Jessop. They’ve told me 
that in his journal, Warren writes of how it took him years to 
feel completely comfortable in his own skin. He credited the 
constant, patient love of first Adam, and then Amanda, for 
his finally learning to accept himself and love himself just 
the way he was.” 


“All the years I’ve known Jordan, | never realized he felt 
that way.” That little bit of information certainly explained a 
lot. She’d have to think about it, process this new piece of 
the man she loved, and decide what to do about it—and 
him. In the meantime, Tracy met Samantha’s gaze. “He told 
me when I was thirteen that he was bisexual. Not trying to 
shock me, but maybe testing me, to see what I’d say. But | 
think, even back then, I’d already known. I’ve always 
known. And of course, it didn’t change how | felt about him.” 

“No, | don’t imagine it would have. And | don’t imagine 
you need me to ask you to be patient with him.” Samantha 
smiled. “I don’t know why | even thought for a moment that 
I'd have to.” 

“Oh, that’s easy. Because he’s your son, and you love 
him.” 

“Thank you, sweetheart, for not being pissed at my 
attempted interference.” 

Tracy may have been confused about a lot of things, but 
here at least was one thing she knew for certain. “That 
wasn’t interference. That was love. And |, for one, am very 
glad you came by.” 

“This is my lucky day. Not one, but two beautiful women 
to come home to.” Peter had come around the side of the 
house rather than through it. In his hands he carried a 
gardener’s pot with some sort of plant in it. 

“Peter!” Samantha was the first off the glider. She gave 
him a hug then stepped back. 

Tracy went over to him and couldn’t resist going up on her 
toes to give him a kiss. She looked at the planter and tried 
to read the tag it sported, but it was Samantha who asked, 
“What do you have there?” 

“It’s an oak tree. Oh, | know it won’t likely sprout leaves 
until later in the spring, but that isn’t really the point.” 

Tracy’s gaze connected with Peter’s, and she realized that 
one thing, at least, hadn’t been her imagination. Peter had 
read the same hesitancy in their lover as she had. 


“No,” she agreed. “The point is that an oak tree is 
permanent.” 

“Damn straight. I’m going to make it my housewarming 
gift to Jordan and suggest we make it an annual acquisition. 
Let’s see what he has to say about that.” 

If she knew Jordan—and she believed she did—Peter had 
picked the perfect way to make their point. 


Chapter 13 


Joe Grant took a moment before getting out of his vehicle 
to scan the small building across the street. He assessed 
and analyzed his destination, and compared the reality with 
his expectations. 

The building, neat and simple, with a moderately sized 
sign, meshed with the quiet confidence he believed to be a 
primary quality of its owner. 

There was a lot riding on this job interview. Failure simply 
was not an option. Fortunately, one of Joe’s greatest talents 
was his ability to read people and give them exactly what 
they thought they wanted. It was a skill he’d mastered early 
and used successfully throughout his career. 

He didn’t expect Jordan Kendall to pose a challenge in 
that regard. Of course, having done his research as 
thoroughly as he had meant that he’d stacked the odds for 
success in his favor. 

In Joe’s opinion, only an asshole played fair, and he was 
no asshole. 

Everything about his presentation for today had been 
calculated for maximum effect, and everything about his 
presentation was, in essence, a lie. 

From the shoes and jeans, the shirt and sport jacket he 
wore, to the way he’d had his hair cut, to the vehicle he 
drove, all had been chosen carefully. The F-150 Ford pickup 
had seen better days, but it ran like a charm and appeared 
to be the vehicle of a man who'd been on a tight budget in 
recent times, but who’d used it to earn his living in the 
construction trades. 

Joe Grant had fashioned himself into the embodiment of 
Jordan Kendall's ideal blue-collar, family-first employee. 

He checked his watch—a serviceable piece he’d picked up 
from a pawn shop. He was exactly six minutes early. Perfect. 


Grant had a moniker among those who thought they 
could hire him for his expertise, and it was a name he’d 
created himself and done everything to encourage. He was 
known as the Chameleon. He saw to it that the name fit him 
to a tee. 

A chameleon lived in shadows, blending in, becoming 
invisible. Joe Grant had been very successful appearing to 
do the same. 

He opened the door of the headquarters of Kendall 
Construction and stepped into the reception area. 
Decorated in earth tones, and appearing clean, he thought 
the place far less pretentious than construction companies 
owned by other multi-millionaire businessmen. 

Grant happened to know Jordan Kendall’s net worth, and 
it sure wasn’t peanuts. Yet there the man sat, behind the 
receptionist’s desk, talking on the phone. 

“Sorry about this, sweetheart. Don’t bother to hold dinner. 
I’ve got two more appointments, and then I'll be on my way. 
See you soon.” 

Kendall hung up the phone and offered him a smile. “You 
must be Joe Grant.” 

“Yes, sir. | appreciate the time.” Joe shrugged and nodded 
toward the phone. “Guess your giving me this interview’s 
making you late for your lady. Sorry.” Grant had to take a 
moment to suppress the laugh that wanted to emerge. He 
usually had no problem staying in character. Shut it down. 
He couldn’t afford to fuck this up. Lives depended on his 
SUCCESS. 

“It’s not a problem. Come on back.” Kendall led the way 
back into the interior of the building, to what Joe presumed 
was his own office. 

“Alan Metcalf say’s you’re a good worker.” Kendall walked 
over to a credenza where he had one of those fancy one-cup 
coffee machines set up. “Coffee?” 

Alan Metcalf was a man Grant had never met face to face. 
But he was a man who'd ended up in a hell of a mess—and 


had been given the opportunity to extricate himself by one 
Small act. The man had only been told that he was being 
asked to do was important. “Thanks, coffee would be great.” 

“How do you take it?” Kendall raised one eyebrow and 
met Grant’s gaze. 

Most men, in Grant’s experience, shied away from direct 
eye contact. He made a mental note to reassess Kendall 
after this interview. “Black, please.” 

“We're slated to break ground in just over five weeks. | 
pay union scale, of course.” 

“Five weeks? Sounds good.” Joe put just a slight bit of 
disappointment in his tone. Kendall handed him the paper 
cup, made a coffee for himself, and then sat down behind 
his desk. 

Joe waited until the man indicated he should sit before he 
actually did so. Then he set the cup on Kendall’s desk so he 
could reach into his inside jacket pocket. 

“I brought my references, as well as the letter Alan gave 
me.” 

Kendall accepted the packet “Thanks. It is my policy to 
check all references. Alan, of course, has already called 
me.” 

“Only smart in today’s world to check,” Joe said. 
“Otherwise, you never know who you're dealing with.” 

Kendall sat back. “Alan said that you’d taken a year off to 
care for your mother when she was ill, and that you needed 
work sooner, rather than later.” 

“Yes, sir.” He paused when Kendall waved his hand. 

“Just Jordan,” Kendall said. 

“Jordan, then. It was the right thing to do, and | have no 
regrets. But | do have a lot of leftover medical bills | need to 
clear up. Insurance only covered so much. | didn’t want my 
mother to lack for what she needed or wanted in her final 
days, so | took on the obligation.” Joe shrugged. “Who 
wouldn’t?” 


Kendall had picked up a pen and began turning it end 
over end slowly. Now he looked up and met Grant’s gaze 
again. 

For the first time in a long while, Joe Grant realized he 
was looking at a man he couldn’t easily read. 

“Your timing may be perfect. There’s another project I’ve 
been trying to finish up. It’s a family build, an additional 
airplane hangar at the airfield over in Lusty. I’m kind of 
between a rock and a hard place with it, because | promised 
my brothers l’d get the thing finished—it’s just the usual 
odds and ends that are left to do after a build. It wouldn’t 
take a single man, working alone, much more than three 
weeks to finish. But | won the bid on this Outlands project, 
and then they asked for an earlier start date than was in the 
bid, so I’ve been scrambling. The other men we've lined up 
for the project so far are all currently finishing up on other 
jobs. You’re actually the first one I’ve come across who’s not 
working at the moment. Maybe you could help me out?” 

“As long as it’s not just busywork. Like | said, taking care 
of my mother was the right thing to do. | believe in giving an 
honest day’s work for an honest day’s pay.” 

Kendall laughed. “You'll get the notion of this being 
busywork out of your head once you meet my brothers. 
Truth is, you’d be doing me a huge favor. They’re both older 
than me, and stronger than me, too.” 

Grant smiled, and nodded. “Thank you, then. I’m grateful 
for the extra work.” 

“You'll get the same pay. Oh, and there're no motels close 
to the site, but there is one out by the Interstate ramp. Do 
you know where Lusty is?” 

“| have a pretty good idea. | can look it up online.” 

Kendall got to his feet and offered his hand. “Do that. 
When you head to Lusty from the motel, you pass right by 
the airfield. l'II see you there tomorrow, say 10:00 a.m.? We 
can fill out the paperwork, then.” 


Grant stood and shook the man’s hand. Kendall had a firm 
grip, and a palm that testified to the fact he was a hands-on 
contractor and not just a paper pusher. 

“Thanks, Jordan. You won’t be sorry.” 

Grant kept his persona in place and his gait measured 
while Jordan showed him out. He maintained his role until 
he’d gotten into the truck and pulled away from the curb. 

That had been almost too easy. His brow furrowed when 
he thought about that one moment when he couldn’t read 
Kendall. Then he let it go. The important thing was, he’d 
been offered work that would put him right where he 
needed to be—close to Jordan Kendall, and by extension, his 
boyfriend, Special Agent Peter Alvarez. 

x KOK OX 

“You didn’t have to wait dinner for me.” 

Jordan had made better time on his drive home once he 
left Waco, mainly because the bulk of the traffic rush hour 
was done. Still, he stepped into his house at a quarter past 
seven, a good two hours later than normal, only to find his 
lovers hadn’t yet eaten. 

Tracy pulled a pan out of the oven and then turned to look 
at him, one eyebrow raised. Peter proved less restrained. 

“Don’t be an ass,” he said. He took the bite out of his 
comment by coming over and planting a very nice kiss on 
Jordan’s lips. “Of course we waited dinner for you. We’re not 
just three people sharing a house, you know.” 

Jordan heard the edge in Peter’s tone and wondered if 
something more than his being home late was the cause of 
it. In the last couple of days Peter had seemed a little more 
on edge than usual. If the man weren’t on vacation, Jordan 
would suspect that there was some kind of major DEA 
operation about to go down. 

Rather than focus on what it fe/t like was happening, 
Jordan chose to react to the words, themselves. 

“Of course we’re more than just three people sharing a 
house. Look, I’m sorry | was late tonight. It really was 


unavoidable. lIl try not to—” 

“It’s okay that you’re late,” Tracy said. “You called, and 
that’s what matters. We're all, at one point or another, 
bound to have the unexpected pop up in our day. Well, if we 
stay together long enough, that is.” 

Jordan felt the impact of Tracy’s words like a solid punch 
in the gut. He stepped back as if he’d actually been hit. He 
didn’t take his eyes off Tracy as she put food on plates that 
Peter then carried to the table. 

“If we...” He had to stop, because his voice failed him. He 
inhaled deeply. Reaching for calm with all that was in him, 
he said, “/f we stay together long enough?” He’d known 
going in that this arrangement probably wouldn’t last. It was 
the chance he’d taken, claiming for himself what he'd 
wanted so badly for so many years. He couldn’t blame her, 
either, no matter how much pain just thinking about her 
leaving brought him. Tracy was young, with no previous 
sexual experience. What woman wouldn’t want to kick up 
her heels a bit before settling down? 

He’d just thought they’d be together longer than this. 

Despite his logical self telling him this was nothing more 
than he’d expected, Jordan found the words that bubbled 
out of him weren’t words of acceptance. “I can understand 
that maybe you're feeling a little trapped. | mean, it must be 
a complete turnaround from everything you’ve experienced 
so far. But, sweetheart, if you just—” 

She cut him off for a second time. “I don’t feel trapped, 
Jordan.” Tracy and Peter each sat down at the dinner table, 
and then they each sent him nearly identical looks. 

Responding to what he saw in their eyes, he took his seat. 
Tracy had moved the rectangular table so that it was against 
the wall, directly in front of the large window. What Jordan 
noticed for the first time was that they’d taken their seats 
from that first meal here, and held them—Peter and Tracy at 
each end, and he, Jordan, along the side, effectively 
between them. 


He replayed what Tracy had just said, and tried to calm 
down. Okay, she didn’t feel trapped. That was good, wasn’t 
it? It had to be good. “So if you don’t feel trapped, what are 
you feeling?” 

“| feel untethered.” 

He looked from Tracy, to Peter. In that man’s eyes he saw 
the same patient compassion he'd glimpsed from time to 
time since they’d begun seeing each other. Well, Jordan 
mentally amended, maybe that compassion wasn’t quite as 
patient has it had been for the past month. 

“You feel untethered. What...what does that mean, 
exactly?” 

“It means we're both getting a little impatient with your 
inability to commit full out to this relationship, love.” Peter’s 
words pricked Jordan’s conscience. 

He opened his mouth to protest the charge, then snapped 
it shut again. How could he deny it? He wasn’t even certain 
he could put his doubts—his damned, constant, nagging 
doubts—into words that would make sense. 

“You seem to think I’m going to change my mind, or 
something,” Tracy said. “Sorry, lover, it’s not going to 
happen.” 

“It’s more than that, Blondie,” Peter said. 

“Yes, | know.” Tracy then gave Jordan a smile. 

Jordan sat back, folded his arms across his chest, and 
gave both his lovers a glare. “I’m right here, you know.” 

“Yes, we know. And so are we.” Peter leaned forward and 
reached for Tracy’s hand, and then reached out for Jordan’s. 
When Tracy reached for his other hand, he gave it to her. 
“And, this may come as a shock to you, lover, but the entire 
town of Lusty knows we're all here, too, and everyone is 
nothing but happy for us. And that includes all of your 
brothers.” 

“You'd think, growing up where | have, with the history of 
our families celebrated as they are, that I’d be comfortable 
being who | am—being what | am.” He looked at Peter, a 


man whose path had been so different from his own. “I can’t 
even imagine the kind of bullying you endured, or the 
derision that some members of your family treated you to— 
hell, are still treating you to. In my head, I’ve always known 
my brothers accepted me, and yet there’s always been 
this...this wall inside me that’s made me stand back, stand 
apart. How can you be so patient with me when you had 
such a different experience, growing up?” He turned to look 
at Tracy. “And you? My God, | didn’t even have the guts to 
tell you how much | wanted you. You came to me—to us, 
and dared to reach for what you wanted. How can you even 
respect me?” 

“I think the answer is the same for both of us, Jordan,” 
Peter said. 

“It’s because we love you. / love you, Jordan,” Tracy said. 
“I love you, Peter, and I’m not going anywhere because here 
is where | belong. With the two of you.” 

“Like | said, it’s the same for both of us. | love you, Jordan, 
despite the fact that you’re far too hard on yourself.” 

Jordan felt something melt inside him. He’d been too busy 
being afraid of losing them to see how very much he already 
had them. He felt his eyes get wet, and didn’t care if they 
thought less of him because of it. But of course, they 
wouldn’t. 

Jordan swallowed around the lump in his throat and 
somehow found his voice. “I don’t deserve either one of 
you. | don’t deserve the love you both offer me so freely. But 
I’m taking it, and you. I’m keeping it, and you. Because | 
love you both, too.” 


Chapter 14 


“I love you both.” Tracy stretched up on her toes and 
kissed Jordan. Then she angled her body slightly and kissed 
Peter, too. 

They’d left their dinner uneaten and come here, to the 
great sanctuary of their bedroom. It wasn’t food they 
hungered for, but the life-altering, loving touch and caress 
of one another. 

Peter lit candles, and Jordan put some low, sweet jazz on 
the sound system. Tracy removed the comforter and top 
Sheet from the bed. Then she’d taken the supplies they’d 
need out of the bedside table drawer. When all was ready, 
they came together at the foot of the bed. Standing close, 
like three points of a triangle, they undressed themselves, 
offering themselves, Tracy thought, each one to the others. 

Naked, the heat from the men’s bodies warmed her, and 
Tracy knew that as long as she had these two lovers, she 
would never feel cold again. “I love you for what you give 
me, for the way you fill all the empty places inside of me. 
And | love you for what you give each other.” She felt tears 
glistening in her eyes, but she needed them to know how 
She felt. “Sometimes | feel the love you have for each other, 
and it’s like this powerful force full of goodness and light. 
What we have together, the three of us, as new as it is, 
already burns so hot, and so bright. It’s beautiful. | want 
nothing more than to be a part of the both of you.” 

“Do you know what a treasure you are?” Peter reached 
out and caressed her cheek. “I'd hoped to someday find a 
woman who would be a part of my family, a family that 
included another man. | thought what | sought was just a 
fantasy. Then one day | came to this town and met Jordan, 
and | fell in love.” He stopped, and Tracy heard the catch in 
his voice. He leaned over and placed a light kiss on Jordan’s 
lips. When Peter spoke again, his voice waivered, and Tracy 


saw his eyes had become bright with his own tears. “And 
then | met you, and not only fell in love but realized that my 
fantasy could be my reality.” He leaned over and kissed her, 
a light, sweet kiss that felt reverent. “You are a part of us, 
sweetheart. You’re the best part.” 

“I’ve been almost afraid to believe,” Jordan’s words 
trembled with feeling. 

This, Tracy knew, was the next level of their relationship, 
and she rejoiced in the depth of the emotions so freely 
shared. Words held tremendous power and theirs—heartfelt 
and hesitant—performed the miracle now of strengthening 
their spiritual bond. “You’re both here with me now, and 
while we're together, it’s all so real, and so right. When I'd 
be gone from you, it was still right, but I’d wonder if it truly 
was real, or just made that way because I’ve wanted this— 
wanted us—so desperately. | want to be worthy of what we 
have together. | want to be worthy of you both.” 

“One day at a time,” Tracy said. “One day at a time, and 
then those doubts will ebb. Trust me on this, darling.” 

“Tracy’s right, love. Only time and having us here day 
after day will ease those fears. So we live one day ata time, 
and love one day at a time, and see just where it takes us.” 

Awed, Tracy realized it was there with them now, that 
aura that enveloped Jordan and Peter when they looked into 
each other’s eyes, when their gazes connected and the love 
flowed between them. 

In that moment she understood that Peter was right. How 
easy it was to slide into the pool of their love, for in their 
expressions she could see reflected the feelings she’d held 
for Jordan Kendall in the secrecy of her heart all these years. 

She didn’t feel excluded from them. Even as she 
understood that for one heartbeat of time they only saw 
each other. That was as it should be. It didn’t detract from 
the reality that this was their moment together. It belonged 
to all three of them. 


Tracy shivered, incredibly moved when the men—her men 
—reached for each other, when their hands stroked arms 
and chests and their lips met, the gestures seeming so very 
tender and worshipful. Trembling, she stretched a hand out 
to each and rubbed up and down their backs, a loving touch, 
a touch that meant she cherished them, and what they had 
together. 

Jordan and Peter both shifted, and while they kept one 
hand on each other, they each used the other one to touch 
her, to pet and caress, so that her flesh pebbled in response 
to the arousal they bred in her. Together, the three of them 
formed a perfect circle of desire. 

“You and our woman gave me such an unbelievable gift 
not so long ago.” Peter said the words interspersed with 
kisses on Jordan’s neck and face. “I think it’s time we 
treated you to the same pampering.” 

“Mm, yes.” The image captured Tracy’s imagination. She 
loved both men, equally and without reservation, yet she 
recognized they had individual needs. 

Jordan needed to know how incredibly special he was, 
how important he was to her, and to Peter, too. That he 
would ever doubt it, that he would ever feel /ess than 
boggled her mind and hurt her heart. 

“That sounds hot. What do you have in mind?” Jordan 
used the fingers of his right hand to stroke under Tracy’s 
breast, and the fingers of his left to trace a light pattern up 
and down Peter’s cock. 

Peter’s hand fisted Jordan. Even as Tracy shivered with 
arousal, she saw how different Peter’s handling of that 
delicious cock was from her own. 

Jordan returned the favor, and Peter closed his eyes on 
his own shiver. When he opened them again, he said, 
“Jordan, | want you in the middle of the bed, but close to the 
end, here, and on your hands and knees. | want to fuck you 
while Tracy sucks your cock.” 


“Oh, yes.” Tracy shivered. She wanted to heap so much 
love on Jordan that he would never again doubt his 
worthiness. 

“Mm, l'Il have to find some way to keep my own mouth 
busy,” Jordan said. He leaned over and kissed her. “Any 
suggestions on how | could do that, Tracy?” 

Tracy felt herself getting wet. “I may have one,” she said. 

Jordan moved slowly, crawling onto the massive bed, then 
wiggling his ass when he got into position. 

Tracy giggled and said, “Nice ass.” 

“It certainly is,” Peter agreed. 

She took the few steps over to the bedside table and 
grabbed a condom and the lube. Returning to the end of the 
bed quickly, she gave Peter the gel. The condom she tore 
open herself. Peter’s cock stood erect, pulsing ever so 
slightly with his arousal. Fisting Peter’s cock, she gave him a 
few good, strong strokes. Then she bent over and sucked 
him into her mouth, taking him deep. She loved his flavor, 
and when he groaned, and grabbed her hair, she smiled. 
Releasing him, she rolled the latex into place, and gave him 
another couple of strokes just to be certain it would stay 
put. 

“Our woman is a tease,” Peter said. 

“Thank God for that,” Jordan said. 

Tracy took a moment to simply watch the men. Peter had 
one leg, bent at knee, on the bed. The other he had firmly 
planted on the floor. His hands stroked Jordan’s bare ass, 
and Jordan groaned, closed his eyes, and pushed his ass 
toward him. 

Peter met her gaze while he opened the lube and 
squeezed a generous amount of the gel on his fingers. He 
dropped the tube beside him and then began to run those 
coated fingers up and down the crack of Jordan’s ass. 

“Mm, that feels good.” Jordan’s eyes remained closed as 
he pressed himself against Peter’s hand. 


Tracy couldn’t wait another moment. She got on the bed 
and moved toward Jordan. He opened his eyes and looked at 
her. In his expression she read heat, and longing, and love. 

“Kiss me, baby,” he said. “I need to taste you.” 

Tracy was happy to comply. She mated her lips to his and 
kissed him, giving him all she held in her heart, all that she 
was. Their tongues danced, a slow and sensuous ballet. She 
tapered the kiss, smiled at him, and then maneuvered 
herself under him, so that she lay on her back. His penis 
stretched out, hot and hard and delectable, mere inches 
from her face. 

Just as her lovers had different tastes, they had different 
scents. Inhaling deeply, she took in Jordan’s particular 
aroma. Why did just the smell of him make her nipples hard 
and her heart pound? 

“Let’s get you ready for me, sweetheart.” Peter’s voice, 
unusually deep, skittered over her skin. She looked up and 
watched as he centered his hand, watched as he pressed it 
forward, delving between to the globes of Jordan’s ass. 

Jordan inhaled deeply, and by the sound of it, Tracy knew 
he’d breathed in through his teeth. Then he moaned, and 
pushed his ass closer to Peter. 

Tracy wrapped her fingers around Jordan’s engorged cock, 
turned her head slightly to the side, and stretched up so she 
could lick him. He quivered in her hand. Tracy did it again, 
smiling when Jordan moaned and dipped his hips down 
toward her. 

“Sweetheart, you’re killing me.” Jordan’s words sounded 
breathless. 

“Which sweetheart are you talking to, babe?” Peter 
asked. 

Tracy heard the laughter in Peter’s voice. 

“Both of you.” He gave a short bark of laughter tinged 
with frustration. “My God, you’re both a couple of teases.” 

“You in a hurry there, lover?” Peter asked him. 


“Damn it, you two, do something.” Jordan’s tortured plea 
ended on a shuddering sigh, because Tracy moved at the 
same time Peter did. 

She sucked his cock deep into her mouth, her tongue avid 
in stroking the rigid shaft, her mouth eager to coax his seed 
out of him. She could see the action of Peter’s hips as his 
cock penetrated Jordan’s anus. The sound of his balls 
Slapping against Jordan seemed to reverberate deep inside 
her, tickling her clit and making her moan around Jordan’s 
cock. 

“Give me some of that nectar of yours, Tracy.” Jordan bent 
down and blew hot breath on the already moistened folds of 
her pussy. 

The sound that came out of her echoed with desperation. 
She spread her legs and pushed her pussy up toward 
Jordan’s mouth, wordlessly begging him to take what he 
wanted. 

“Mm.” Jordan buried his face between her legs and 
opened his mouth over her cunt. Using lips and tongue, he 
sucked and lapped at her, sending her to the very edge of 
bliss. She sucked harder on his cock, her excitement feeding 
on the taste of him, the scent of both of her lovers so close, 
the aroma of them mingling and shooting straight to her clit. 
Grunts and groans and strangled sighs became everything. 
She was close, so close, to coming. They were close. 
Needing more, needing all, she moved her hand and gently 
cupped and squeezed Peter’s scrotum. 

“Yes!” He pounded into Jordan once, twice, and again and 
then held himself still, pressed forward, his shout of victory 
bouncing off the walls as he came. 

Tracy bowed off the bed as her climax erupted, the 
spasms of rapture sharp and sweet, and amplified by the 
taste of Jordan’s seed as it shot out of him, hitting the back 
of her throat. Greedy, orgasmic, Tracy swallowed every drop 
he gave her. 


Slowly her senses cleared. The strains of smoky jazz 
floated in the air, punctuated by the sound of three people 
fighting for breath. Tracy shivered as tiny electric-like shocks 
sizzled through her, aftershocks of an orgasm that had 
evolved into so much more than any she'd had to date. 

“Move, baby. | don’t want to squish you.” 

Having felt the force of Jordan’s orgasm, she was 
surprised he could form a coherent sentence. Moving took 
more effort than she could have imagined. She wiggled and 
squirmed until she was clear of the man-sculpture hovering 
over the bed. 

Peter rested his face on Jordan’s back, his hands pressing 
into the bed on either side of Jordan, holding most of his 
weight. 

Jordan, seeing Tracy was clear, simply collapsed, face- 
first, onto the mattress. Peter stayed in him and on him. 
Both men wore a sheen of sweat, mute testimony to 
exertion and ecstasy. 

“We're going to kill each other,” Peter said. 

“Yeah, but what a way to go.” 

Tracy smiled in response to Jordan’s deadpan delivery. “l 
didn’t know it could be like that—powerful and 
simultaneous. Every time we make love it’s better than the 
last.” 

“It is.” Jordan turned his head and gave her the most 
heart-melting smile. 

“Hold still, babe.” Peter placed a kiss on Jordan’s shoulder 
then eased away from him. Tracy watched him move like a 
drunken sailor toward the bathroom. Moments later she 
heard the sound of the toilet flushing, and then water 
running. 

He came back into the room carrying a washcloth and 
towel and cared for Jordan much the same way they’d cared 
for her that first time. 

“What do you say we all go relax in the spa?” Jordan said. 


“Oh, yes, that would finish the evening off nicely.” Tracy 
loved soaking in the churning froth. 

“Not quite,” Peter said. “But almost. You two go get into 
the water. I'll be right back with some snacks, since we 
didn’t eat our dinner.” 

Just the mention of food made Tracy’s stomach rumble. 
Peter chuckled, placed a kiss on her complaining abdomen, 
and practically bounded from the room. 

Tracy thought she might be able to move in a day or two. 
She closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying the sweet 
lassitude enveloping her. 

She shrieked in surprise when Jordan scooped her into his 
arms. She must have dozed off because she hadn’t even 
noticed him move off the bed. 

He carried her the short distance to the hot tub, then got 
into it with her still in his arms. “I want to never be without 
one of these,” she said as she relaxed on the bench. She 
closed her eyes and eased her head back. The sensation of 
hot water bubbling over and around her began to work on 
muscles that had, only recently, been getting a lot of 
exercise. 

“Didn’t your mom and dad let you use theirs?” 

“No. Their en suite bathroom was their private oasis. Still 
is, aS a matter of fact.” Tracy grinned then turned her head 
to look at Jordan. “You’d never know they’ve been married 
thirty-two years. It’s been just the two of them at home for a 
couple of years now, but I’m still cautious when | drop over 
to see them. Sometimes, they’ll be upstairs, and the first 
sound | hear when | arrive is mom's giggle.” 

“That’s really nice.” Peter came in carrying a tray. He’d 
cut up some cheese and poured out crackers onto a plate. A 
bunch of grapes glistened in a bowl, and the Riesling he’d 
opened already had condensation forming on the outside of 
the cold bottle. 

He set everything down on the ledge that curved along 
the back half of the tub. Then he slipped into the water and 


sighed. “My parents are still in love, too,” he said after a 
moment. “But they’re very discreet about love play. | have 
three brothers and two sisters, so | know they’ve had sex. 
But growing up, none of us ever heard even the smallest 
giggle.” 

“Different strokes for different folks.” Tracy barely got the 
words out when the men laughed, and she closed her eyes 
in response to her own unintentional pun. 

They nibbled, sipped, and relaxed, comfortable in the 
silence. 

“I want to plant a tree tomorrow,” Peter said. 

“Didn't you just do that?” Jordan asked. 

Tracy groaned, and splashed a little water at him. 

“Sorry, | couldn’t resist. You bought a tree?” 

“| did. | thought it would be kind of symbolic—the three of 
us putting down roots, together. We can plant it after you 
get home from work tomorrow.” 

Tracy looked at Jordan to see his reaction to the idea. He 
met Peter’s gaze, and then hers, and nodded slowly. 

“We don’t have to wait until evening. We can do it in the 
morning.” 

“No early meetings tomorrow?” Tracy asked. She scooted 
closer to the tray of nibbles and grabbed a cracker and a 
piece of cheese. 

“Just one, but it’s here, in Lusty.” Jordan helped himself to 
a couple pieces of cheese. “I hired a man this afternoon who 
has been out of work for a while. He needs the money now, 
and | need someone to finish up those odds and ends out at 
the new hangar.” 

“Oh, yeah? | bet he was glad to finally land a job,” Peter 
said. He pulled a grape off the stem, set it atop a small 
piece of cheese, and popped the two into his mouth. “How 
long had he been looking?” 

“Not that long, actually.” Jordan leaned back against the 
edge of the tub and closed his eyes. “An acquaintance 


called me about him yesterday. He quit his last job a year 
ago so he could care for his mother during her last months.” 

“Ah,” Peter said. “Of course you’d give him whatever you 
could find for him to do. What’s his name?” 

“Joe Grant, from Hewitt, just outside of Waco. Anyway, I’m 
meeting him at the airfield at ten, so that will give us plenty 
of time to plant that tree after breakfast.” 

“Mm, and no early alarm means we can play a bit longer 
tonight...if the two of you are interested,” Peter said. 

“l'm in,” Tracy said. 

“No, darling, that’s going to be my line,” Jordan quipped 
back. 

Tracy wondered if she imagined that Peter seemed to be 
on alert after Jordan told them about his new hire. She met 
his gaze, but then after a moment he winked and closed his 
eyes. She had the same sense she'd felt a couple of times in 
the last few days. 

Maybe it was her imagination. Or maybe there was 
something going on with Peter Alvarez, something he was 
determined to keep to himself. 


Chapter 15 


“His name is Manny Ramirez,” Adam said, “nineteen 
years old. Until a few months ago, he was a card-carrying 
member of the Los Principes, a small but not quite harmless 
gang that’s been operating mostly in both Houston and 
Dallas.” 

Peter got into the cruiser and closed the car door. He 
looked over at Adam Kendall, whose expression, as usual, 
was inscrutable. 

He fastened his seat belt, even though going anywhere in 
town never took more than a few minutes. “Is he the son of 
Portia and Joaquin Ramirez?” He’d met the couple at Susan, 
Colt, and Ryder’s ceremony the month before. Joaquin was a 
former marine who'd served during the first Gulf War. He’d 
been one of the first to volunteer when Peter and Adam had 
hastily mounted a rescue mission. Together—and with the 
improvised help of Tamara—they’d extricated Morgan and 
Henry from the clutches of Preston Rogers at the airfield. 

“No, he’s their nephew. The boy didn’t grow up here in 
Lusty like his cousins, but he visited often. Portia and 
Joaquin took him in once he made the decision to get his 
shit together.” 

“How’s he been doing with that?” 

“Pretty well, actually. You know that Joaquin has a 
computer software business?” 

“Yes. | believe he’s the one Morgan and Henry tapped to 
get their new computers up and running with the latest 
business-oriented programs.” 

“Well, Manny certainly takes after his uncle. The one thing 
the kid excelled at, all his life—beyond getting into trouble— 
has been computers. Manny has a real talent there. Joaquin 
has hired him, of course. He’d be a fool not to. Well, as long 
as he keeps his nose clean, which he seems to be doing.” 


“And Joaquin didn’t mind your asking Manny to go back to 
his old haunts and conduct this _ intelligence-gathering 
mission for us?” 

“Manny said he was glad to do it, and his uncle stood by 
him. Joaquin and | both think he’s been intent on making 
amends, but hasn’t had much of an opportunity to do so, 
until now.” 

Peter sat back as familiar streets zipped past. He’d asked 
for Adam's help, so he couldn’t really protest the sheriff's 
methods. 

The house, a pretty Victorian, stood on a quiet cul-de-sac 
about a block from the park. The door opened before they 
even gained the porch steps. A slightly plump, brown-haired 
woman with brown eyes and a big smile on her face greeted 
them. 

“Ah, Mister G-Man, it’s so nice to see you without that 
sling on your arm.” 

Peter laughed. “Nice to see you again, too, Portia.” Then 
he sighed as much for comedic effect as for reality. “No one 
in this entire town is going to let me forget that | didn’t duck 
fast enough last month, are they?” 

Portia shrugged. “It’s a small town, Peter. We have so 
little entertainment here.” The laughter in her eyes belied 
that statement, of course. 

“| just made a fresh pot of coffee,” she said, holding the 
door open for them. “Come in. Manny is in the living room 
with Joaquin.” 

Peter immediately felt at home in the Ramirez house. The 
dark polished wood of the doorframes glistened in morning 
light that filtered down from skylights in the ceiling of the 
entrance hall. Clean and fragrant, the home spoke of a life 
of comfortable affluence. 

Joaquin got to his feet and offered his hand when he and 
Adam entered the room. Sitting on the sofa, looking a bit 
wary, a bit proud, was a young man with dark hair and dark 


eyes. His Hispanic heritage obvious, he, too, got up to greet 
them, though his smile looked a bit hesitant. 

“Adam tells me you volunteered to go to Dallas and 
contact some of your former associates on my behalf,” Peter 
said to Manny. “That took a lot of guts, and a good heart. 
Thank you for that, Mr. Ramirez.” 

Manny Ramirez smiled. “We are practically cousins, you 
and I,” he said. “I was glad to be of help.” Then he frowned. 
“You have a serious problem, Special Agent Alvarez.” 

“Please, just call me Peter. And yes, | do have a serious 
problem.” 

“Why don’t we go to the dining room?” Portia asked “I'll 
bring in the coffee, and some bunuelos that | made this 
morning.” 

“I haven’t had buñuelos in a long time,” Peter said. “My 
abuela used to make them for special occasions.” 

Soon they were all five of them sitting at the Ramirezes’ 
dining table, sipping strong coffee and munching on the 
crispy, sweet donut-like treats. 

“My former compadres were very pissed.” Manny shot a 
guilty look at his aunt. “Sorry, | mean, angry. The rumors of 
this vendetta have spread, you see. They believe Don 
Miguel should have come to the brothers to handle a 
problem named Alvarez, instead of going to a gringo, even if 
he is a gringo who is a pro.” He looked at Adam. “No 
offense.” 

Adam waved off the concern. 

“Did they know who this gringo is?” Peter asked. 

“No. No one has ever heard of him before. But again, 
there were many rumors. They said he has more than 
twenty kills to his credit, though no one can name a single 
one. They say that he has many names, and many faces, 
and can become as invisible as a shadow.” Manny shrugged. 
“You know how it is when guys get together. | could not 
appear too interested, you must understand. | had to seem 
bored and wait until someone wished to prove how 


important they were by boasting of their knowledge. The 
only other thing | learned is that he is not from Texas—he’s 
not even from the South. Most have heard he’s an 
easterner, from New York. But | cannot say if that is true, or 
not. | am sorry | did not learn more.” 

“Don’t be,” Peter said. “You’ve given me a lot, more than | 
had before, and I’m grateful.” 

Back in Adam’s cruiser, Peter remained silent as Adam 
drove them back to the sheriff's office. 

“Can we put much credence in what Manny said? Have 
you heard of such a killer for hire?” Adam asked. 

“No, but then | don’t run across that many contract killers 
in my work. l'Il need to contact my boss. He can put some 
queries out to some of the other agencies. If this pro has 
been working as a successful mechanic, and even some of 
those traits belong to him, someone in one of the agencies 
is bound to have a file on him.” 

“You can make that call from inside, if you like.” 

Just the way Adam said that made Peter focus on him a 
little more attentively. He’d already observed that Adam 
Kendall was a straight shooter, a man who tended to see 
things as either black or white—for the most part. Because 
he was a direct man, Peter decided to be direct himself. 
“Something bothering you?” he asked the sheriff. 

“I was just wondering when you were going to get around 
to telling Jordan and Tracy about this tiny complication in 
your life.” 

He pulled the cruiser up to the curb behind the other 
Sheriff Department’s vehicle, the one that Matthew Benedict 
drove. Peter was beginning to be able to read Adam pretty 
well, so he waited until they were inside the office before he 
answered him. 

“It’s not so much that I’m deliberately keeping the fact 
that | have a price on my head from Jordan and Tracy. 
Exactly. Technically it’s just a part of the job. You know 
yourself that cops don’t tend to talk shop with civilians.” 


From his desk on one side of the office, Matthew Benedict 
snorted. 

Between the two law men, Peter realized he was being 
subjected to a total lack of belief. 

“Yeah, okay.” He ran his hand through his hair. “I am 
keeping it from them. To be honest, Jordan freaks out about 
my job enough as it is. You remember how he was last 
month, at that little dustup over at the airfield?” 

“Yeah, | remember,” Adam said. 

“A certain amount of danger goes with the territory,” 
Matthew said. “We all know and accept that, and so must 
our loved ones. But, hombre, if the three of you are building 
something solid—” Matthew left the rest unsaid, but then he 
didn’t have to elaborate. 

“Yeah. Jordan, Tracy, and | are more than solid. We’re 
forever,” Peter said. “l'Il talk to them both tonight. Hopefully 
l'Il be able to offer them some kind of positive information— 
news of progress in finding this mechanic and assembling 
enough evidence to nail that asshole, Ramos.” 

“Speaking of information.” Mathew swiveled in his chair 
and looked at him. “I ran that name you gave me earlier, 
and got nothing.” 

Peter shrugged. “Well, that’s something, anyway.” 

“I guess.” Matthew’s tone made Peter raise one eyebrow. 

“Something bothering you?” 

“Yes, damn it, this Joe Grant is too damn clean,” Matthew 
said. “Practically everyone has something. | was able to 
access his school records thanks to a friend who works for 
the Hewitt School system. Joe Grant had a solid B-plus 
average, no suspensions, no comments of any kind in his 
jacket. Not even a comment on any of his report cards. The 
man has had no speeding tickets, no parking tickets, no 
nothing of any kind. Crap, somebody ought to nominate him 
for sainthood.” 

Peter tried not to laugh. “What about the mother?” 


“Still looking, there.” Matthew sat back. “It’s as if 
someone put together this background to make the guy look 
clean.” 

“And he looks too clean? Yeah, that is funny, and | don’t 
like funny,” Peter said slowly. 

“Neither do |.” Adam pulled out his cell phone. “I’m going 
to talk to Morgan, give him a heads-up about this guy. Have 
him keep an eye on Grant.” 

Peter wasn’t certain exactly what it was Morgan Kendall 
had done in the Air Force, but he did know the man had 
more than a passing knowledge in matters of security and 
clandestine operations. “Good. I'll get in touch with Mac. 
See what he can find out about a mechanic known to be ‘as 
invisible as a shadow,’ and a blue-collar worker-slash- 
paragon named Joe Grant.” 

Peter would wait until he had the facts, but one thing was 
certain. His gut didn’t like the way this entire situation was 
shaping up. 

No, he didn’t like it one bit. 

x KOK XK 

“My, my, look who’s humming while she works.” 

Tracy looked up in response to Kelsey Benedict’s 
comment. Since her boss and friend’s eyes were twinkling, 
she couldn’t help but smile. She recalled a day, not that 
long ago, when she'd sat on the sidelines and watched love 
begin to grow and blossom for Kelsey. 

Now, of course, it was her turn. Tracy hadn’t even been 
aware she was humming along with the radio until Kelsey 
mentioned it. 

“How could I not hum? I’ve never been so happy.” 

“I know the feeling.” 

Tracy finished working on the tray of éclairs she'd made, 
placed the cover on the tray, and slid it into the large 
dessert fridge. 

“So how are things going? | know you’re happy, but living 
with two men—especially two very strong-willed men— 


represents a huge change for you.” 

Tracy felt blessed in her friends. Julia understood Tracy’s 
dream, and had been there for her from the moment she’d 
decided to make her move. And Kelsey was not only a good 
friend, she was a woman who loved, and lived with, more 
than one man. 

This was a particular blessing since her mother had only 
one husband and, therefore, little advice to give. 

“It has been a change for me, a wonderful one. | think 
some of our cousins may have thought | wouldn’t want to 
take on two men, on account that | was raised in a family 
with only one dad. But I’ve dreamed of this since | fell in 
love with Jordan.” 

“So, are there any announcements forthcoming? Is it time 
to plan another impromptu engagement party here?” 

Tracy couldn’t blame Kelsey for asking. Relationships 
weren’t casual in Lusty, Texas. Yet she knew that as very 
badly as she wanted to say yes, she couldn’t—at least, not 
yet. 

“We still have some issues between us, | think,” Tracy 
said. “I don’t mind issues. As long as we're together, and 
have time, we can work anything out.” 

The phone rang, and Kelsey turned to answer it, even as 
Tracy wondered if she was being completely honest with 
herself. 

She wasn’t fooled into thinking they’d completely and 
successfully dealt with Jordan’s fear of rejection the night 
before. What they’d done was only to begin to address it. 
She knew it would take time to deal with his insecurities, 
and that was fine. 

Peter was another matter altogether. Tracy didn’t know 
why she had such a strong feeling that he was keeping 
something from both her and Jordan. She had no doubt 
whatsoever that he loved them both. Neither did she doubt 
for one moment that his was a forever kind of love. 


Peter was the epitome of the strong alpha male who felt 
as if he had to take care of every danger that faced his 
family, and take care of it alone. 

She recognized the type, because the families were 
teeming with just such caretakers, including Jordan’s two 
oldest brothers. Maybe if she needed insight into dealing 
with one of them, she ought to talk to Lusty’s newest pilot. 

Kelsey hung up the phone. “That was Tamara. She and 
the guys are ‘elbow deep in a plane’s guts’ at the airfield.” 
Kelsey grinned. “Her words, not mine. They wondered if by 
some miracle we delivered, and | told her we’d be happy 
to.” 

Tracy tilted her head to one side. “I’ve been wondering if 
you should think about expanding in that area,” Tracy said. 

“I’ve been giving it a thought or two, but | haven't 
decided yet. In the meantime, it wouldn’t hurt to cater to 
them. Want to play delivery girl? It’s lunch for four to be 
delivered out at the airfield, to the newly opened offices of 
Kendall Aviation.” 

There were times, like right now, that Tracy wondered if 
Kelsey wasn’t part witch. The offer came just when she 
needed to see Tamara. She met her friend’s hopeful, and 
somehow knowing, gaze. 

“Sure, | can do that.” 

“Great. Now, what have we got we can put some of that 
soup in to keep it hot while you deliver it?” 

It took them a few minutes to decide on which containers 
to use. Then it was simply a matter of putting together a 
few sandwiches. Kelsey added a small pickle and veggie 
tray while Tracy took four of her éclairs and put them in a 
covered dish. Then she recalled that Jon and Caleb Benedict 
and their new partner Mike Murphy were likely hard at work 
in their new office right next door, and added another 
container with three more pastries. 

“Offering takeout is going to mean acquiring the proper 
disposable kind of containers,” Kelsey said. “When | get 


some time I’m going to surf the net, look into suppliers and 
prices, and see what kind of an additional investment I’d be 
looking at.” 

“There’re likely quite a few people who'd be interested in 
a takeout service,” Tracy said. “Delivery could just be a 
matter of using some schoolkids with cars, at least in the 
summer.” 

“It’s something to think about,” Kelsey agreed. 

It only took a few minutes for Tracy to cart the completed 
lunch order out to her car, and only a few minutes after that 
to make her way to the airfield, and the new hangar that 
had so recently been built. 

A man she didn’t recognize stood on a ladder, working to 
install a sign that shone gold, silver and teal in the midday 
sun. The words “Kendall Aviation” appeared bracketed by 
the depiction of a couple of planes. 

“Hi there,” the man said. “Is that lunch?” 

Tracy suddenly recalled who this man must be—the 
employee Jordan had hired to tidy up all the “loose ends” he 
said were out here. Since the lunch order had been for four, 
she figured Tamara had included him in the order. 

“It is indeed. | like that sign.” 

“I’m just putting it up. Tamara designed it. Tell them l'Il be 
in just aS soon as | finish. The name’s Joe Grant, by the 
way.” He gave her a big smile, the kind of smile a man 
offered a woman he was flirting with. She recognized the 
gesture, of course, because Lusty had quite a few men who 
loved to flirt and tease. Tracy had no intention of flirting 
back, but his demeanor certainly didn’t offend her. 

“I know who you are,” she gave him a smile of her own. 
“l'm Tracy.” 

“| heard murmurs of a Tracy who makes desserts blessed 
by the angels. Would that be you?” 

Tracy cocked her head to one side and grinned. “Joe 
Grant. Would that be an Irish name, by any chance?” 


Joe Grant gave her a grin that looked all Irish rogue to her. 
“Well now,” he said in a passable brogue, “it may be, at 
that.” 

The large bay door was up, so Tracy waved goodbye to 
Joe and then simply went inside the building. The back 
corner of the interior of the hangar featured a good-sized 
office. She thought that would be the best place to deposit 
her goodies. 

Since she didn’t think Tamara or either of the flyboys had 
heard her arrival, she walked over to where all three of them 
worked on an airplane, first. 

Her brother likely could have rattled off the stats for this 
aircraft. Terrence was a Chief Master Sergeant in the Air 
Force, and loved anything that flew with a passion. For her 
part, Tracy knew the machine was an airplane. She could tell 
the difference between a prop airplane and a jet, but that 
was as far as her knowledge ran. 

“Anybody hungry?” she called out. 

All three of them stopped what they were doing and 
turned to look at her. Tamara straightened from one side of 
the front of the bird, Morgan from the other. Then Henry, 
who'd been lying on a mechanic’s creeper, used one foot to 
push himself out from underneath the plane. 

“Food,” Tamara said. “Thank God. We’re starving.” 

Morgan relieved Tracy of her burden and held it in one 
hand while he hooked his other arm around her, leading her 
toward the office. 

“Thanks for taking the time to bring this out to us, 
sweetheart. Do you have to rush off?” 

Morgan set the box down and began to unpack. Kelsey 
hadn’t had any disposable bowls, so she’d packed four large 
mugs to be used with the tomato minestrone soup. She’d 
sent spoons, crackers, and even a salt and pepper shaker. 

“We'll see to it that Kelsey gets these things back,” 
Tamara said. “You want some? It looks like she sent way too 
much, even for four.” 


“No, I’m good, thanks. | did include some éclairs | made 
this morning. And | can’t stay, because | packed three for 
the gumshoes next door.” 

“Did | hear someone say éclairs?” Joe Grant came into the 
office, and thanked Tamara when she handed him a mug of 


soup. 
“Our Tracy makes the best. And now that Jordan’s 
Snapped her up, | know my pastry addiction will be 


satisfactorily fed for the rest of my life.” Henry’s words 
sounded as lighthearted as ever, but Tracy wondered why 
they didn’t fee/ that way. 

Joe Grant placed a hand on his heart and put a hangdog 
look on his face. “You’re taken? Damn, just my luck.” 

Tracy looked over at Grant. “Sorry, but my dance card /s 
full.” Then she smiled at Henry. “Of course l'Il be happy to 
be your pastry supplier. Unless, of course, Tamara puts you 
on a diet.” She stretched up to give Henry a kiss on the 
cheek to ease the disappointment, and then gave one to 
Morgan, too. 

Then she placed a hand on Tamara’s shoulder. “Give me a 
call tonight, when you get a moment.” 

“Will do.” 

Tracy waved as she left, intent on finishing up her 
deliveries and getting back to work. When she reached the 
open hangar door she looked back, and caught Joe Grant 
staring at her with an expression on his face she couldn’t 
read. 

Shivering, she tried to put it out of her mind as she 
fetched the other small box of pastries from her car. She 
couldn’t say she’d ever gotten quite those kinds of vibes 
from a person before. 

It might be a good idea to avoid finding herself alone with 
the man, anywhere. Her mother had always told her a smart 
woman listens to her instincts. 

Tracy had always prided herself on being a very smart 
woman, indeed. 


Chapter 16 


Jordan understood himself well enough to know that 
arriving home early today was his way of making amends 
for working late the night before. 

It wasn’t that he hadn’t believed his lovers when they’d 
told him his working late wasn’t a problem. He did. But his 
conscience nagged at him that he’d done so. His fathers 
were always saying that a husband’s conscience was one of 
nature’s gifts to men—a little survival tool that a wise man 
appreciated. “Listen to it,” they said, “and you'll never go 
wrong.” 

Husband. Is that what he considered himself now? Jordan 
rubbed at the fluttering in his belly as he let himself think 
about that one word, and about what it meant. 

He had no doubts whatsoever that he was in love. He’d 
fallen in love with Peter Alvarez almost at first sight, but had 
made himself take the time to get to know the man better, 
to be certain of his feelings, and to be certain of Peter’s. 

When had he fallen in love with Tracy? Rather than go 
inside the empty house, Jordan decided to walk around to 
the back. As soon as he rounded the corner of the house he 
could see the Texas oak he, Peter, and Tracy had planted 
that very morning. He didn’t know much about trees. He’d 
have to make a note to swing by a nursery sometime and 
ask some questions. Or, he could simply search the Web. He 
couldn’t just plant it and leave it. It was his nature to care 
for it and give it what it needed. 

Jordan made his way over to the sapling, and then 
squatted in front of it. 

He’d been in love with Tracy since he’d first understood 
the meaning of the word. He’d wanted her at an age when 
she was far too young, with an intensity that at the time had 
scared him. As she’d grown, as she’d become old enough, 
his deepest fears had put up a huge brick wall. What if she 


didn’t want him? What if she witnessed his bisexuality, and 
was turned off by it? He’d spent most of his adult life in this 
hot and cold tug-of-war with his own conscience. He loved 
her, wanted her, but felt he had no right to have her. 

He’d be there still if Tracy hadn’t brazenly and oh, so 
sweetly offered herself to them—and thank God she had. 

Jordan straightened and turned toward the house. The 
sound of two cars pulling into the drive almost 
simultaneously reached him. As he began to walk toward 
that sound, he heard two car doors slam, and then Tracy’s 
effervescent laughter. 

“Hey, G-man, the joke’s on us. We raced each other to be 
the first one home, and Jordan beat us both!” 

“Yeah, but if he hadn’t been, you’d have lost, Blondie. 
Admit it.” 

Hands in his pockets, Jordan rounded the corner of the 
house. He couldn’t keep the smile off his face when he saw 
them. Peter stood, arms akimbo, trying to scowl at Tracy 
while she laughed herself silly. 

He was suddenly filled with such love, such need, it shook 
him to his very core. On knees that wobbled, he went to his 
woman, combed the fingers of one hand through her hair, 
and tilted her head back. Even as he laid his lips on hers, his 
other hand reached out for his man. 

Peter took his hand, threaded his fingers through Jordan’s. 
He moved closer, leaned his body against his, and then 
stroked his back. 

Jordan raised his head. Tracy’s taste lingered on his lips 
and her sweetness raced through his blood, pushing him 
almost beyond arousal. Peter’s heat from the simple touch 
of his hand in his fueled the fires that were never 
completely extinguished. By turning his head just a little, his 
mouth would be close enough to his man to kiss him. So he 
did, giving Peter as gentle a kiss as he’d given Tracy, for he 
cherished his man no less than he cherished his woman. 


The look of pleasure on Peter’s face warmed him. Jordan 
knew full well that pleasure had come from the fact it had 
been the first time he’d made an intimate move on Peter 
without being behind closed doors. He thought that just 
maybe he could get used to giving his lover spontaneous 
public displays of affection. 

“I need you both. | need us, what we are when we're 
together, right now. Let’s go upstairs.” 

Their expressions told him their need was just as great. 
Without speaking, without letting go each other’s hands, 
they went into the house, then up the stairs, and into the 
large bedroom they shared. 

Jordan stripped quickly then reached for Tracy. 

He looked over at Peter and said, “I think it’s Tracy’s turn 
to be the center of attention.” 

“I believe you're right,” Peter said. 

“Mm, | like the sound of that,” Tracy said. 

Peter helped him undress her, then stepped back to 
remove his own clothes. He stayed back, and everything in 
his gaze told Jordan that he was going to let him take the 
lead and have his way, whatever it was. 

Jordan cupped Tracy’s face, leaned in, and gave her as 
reverent a kiss as he could manage. He stroked his tongue 
across her bottom lip. When she opened to him, he tasted 
her, swept his tongue though her mouth, relishing her 
flavor. He eased back from her and used his thumbs to 
caress her cheeks. “I wonder, sweetheart, if you’ll let me 
have you.” 

“Of course. Anything. Everything. Always.” 

Her generosity leveled him. He kissed her again. “Will you 
let me fuck your ass?” 

Her eyes widened, but it wasn’t fear that he saw shining 
in the depths of that glittering blue. Excitement, raw, nearly 
primitive, lit her face. Her nipples hardened, and he heard 
her breath catch. 


“Yes. Oh, yes, | want to feel your cock in my ass.” She 
looked over at Peter. “I want to take you both that way.” 

“We'll be as gentle as we can,” Jordan said. “And 
whenever you want, you can tell us to stop, and we will. 
Always, sweetheart.” 

Tracy leaned into him, stretched up, and kissed him. “I 
won't ask you to stop. Just take me.” 

Jordan shivered as Tracy’s heartfelt demand skittered 
down his spine. He met Peter’s gaze, and in that moment 
Jordan knew they were of one mind. 

They would take very good care of their woman, and 
make sure they protected her, even from her own 
generosity, if necessary. 

x OK OK XK 

Tracy shivered despite the fact she felt so hot she 
expected to burst into flames at any moment. 

Neither man was touching her. They were only looking at 
her, and yet her arousal soared. She stepped forward and 
wound her arms around Jordan’s neck, bringing her body 
flush with his. Her breasts nestled against his chest, and she 
felt the heat and strength of his engorged cock as it pressed 
against her stomach. She turned her head and gave Peter a 
look she hoped he read as a come-and-fuck-me look. He 
raised one eyebrow, and came to her, pressing his body to 
her side, rubbing his hard cock against her hip. 

“I thought of this—of you, both of you, all day.” Tracy 
stretched up and kissed Jordan, a fleeting light touch of her 
lips on his. When she turned her head, Peter was there, and 
met her lips with his own. 

“Do you have any idea how much it turns us on, knowing 
you want us like this? Knowing you want both of us?” Jordan 
said. 

“I’m so glad it does.” She raised herself up just a bit more 
so she could lay her lips on Jordan’s, fully this time. His 
flavor sank into her, not just arousing her but pleasing her, 
making her feel loved and cherished and whole. Her tongue 


dipped into his mouth, and she gathered in his taste. When 
she eased back, her gaze met his and she felt the love he 
had for her. Turning her head again, she met Peter’s lips, 
sweeping her tongue over his bottom lip, dipping into his 
mouth, tasting him completely, too. Their flavors differed, 
each, on its own, delicious to her. Together, the combination 
of the two fed her deepest, darkest needs. 

“Lie down on your side on the bed, sweetheart,” Peter 
said. “That way, while Jordan’s fucking your ass, | can play 
with you, too.” 

The image her mind conjured made her mouth water. Oh, 
she wanted them both on her, and in her, at the same time. 
A part of her wanted to rush headlong into that supreme 
mating, that ultimate fulfillment. 

She knew her men, and understood they wouldn’t be 
rushed. That perfect joining would come, but later. Their 
physical loving had to evolve one step at a time. This step 
would bring them closer to what they all wanted. 

Tracy crawled onto the bed and lay on her right side. She 
looked over her left shoulder at Jordan, and felt her heart 
race as he took the items he’d need out of the bedside 
table. 

They’d already used the lube on her, first with their 
fingers and then to help ease the insertion of the butt plug. 
Each time one of them played with her ass, she got hotter 
than hot. She loved the sensation, and couldn’t wait for 
what came next. 

Peter lay down beside her, facing her. He leaned over and 
kissed her, then used his fingers to tease her breasts. She 
felt her nipples harden, and imagined they were stretching 
themselves out, reaching for his touch. 

“Cold, baby,” Jordan said. The sensation of the gel being 
spread back and forth across her anus made her moan and 
push her ass toward the wonderful source of pleasure. 

“That feels so good.” Tracy shivered. “I had no idea it 
would feel so damn good, or that I'd like it so much.” 


“I can tell you do like it.” Jordan leaned over her and 
kissed her shoulder. 

Peter sidled just a bit closer. “Put your leg here, 
sweetheart, over top of mine.” 

Lying on her right side, it was her left leg that Peter 
stroked then guided over so that it rested on his and draped 
his hip. 

She immediately felt the difference in Jordan’s touch, as 
the move seemed to have opened her to him more. 

“I don’t think there’s any way to prevent it hurting, at 
least a bit,” Jordan said. “If it gets to be too much, you tell 
me, and l'Il stop.” 

Before she could protest that she’d never ask him to stop, 
Peter raised her chin with a finger, so that she met his gaze. 

“You're not very good at hiding your emotions from us, 
love. l'Il know if it hurts too much, and if it does, you can bet 
we’re going to stop.” 

She supposed she'd best get used to the fact that these 
men would care for her the best way they knew how, 
despite whatever protests she thought to make. So she 
gave him a smile and kissed him, even as she wondered if 
she could keep her emotions to herself—just this once. 

Truthfully, Tracy didn’t care if it did hurt. She very much 
wanted to feel their cocks in her ass. And beyond that, she 
wanted to feel them both inside her at the same time. 
Whatever amount of pain there might be, that was a price 
she was more than willing to pay for the ultimate mating, of 
the three of them becoming one flesh. 

“Let me stretch you, sweetheart.” Jordan leaned closer to 
her, his body warming her back, as he used a finger and 
penetrated her ass. He moved it, in and out, and then ina 
circle, and Tracy moaned in response to the pleasure of it. 
She pushed back against his finger, wanting, needing, more. 
Tingles and tiny tendrils of sensation traveled from her anus 
to her clit, then zinged up to her nipples. She couldn’t help 


but move her hips, back and forth, trying to take Jordan’s 
finger deeper. 

“Damn, you get me so hot, the way you respond so 
generously,” he whispered against her neck. “Take one 
more, baby.” She felt him add a second finger to the first. 
The sound that came out of her throat spoke of need, of 
greedy pleasure that gobbled the appetizer he offered and 
now craved the main course. 

“Are you ready for me?” Jordan stretched out behind her 
and moved closer. His latex-covered cock brushed her ass, 
and she pushed toward him, offering him everything. 

“Oh, yes. Please, Jordan. Fuck my ass.” 

“Damn, Tracy, you push a man to his limits.” He moved, 
and she felt the heat of his cockhead resting for just a 
moment against her anus. And then he began to push. 

Peter tilted her face up, and met and held her gaze. 
Something powerful, nearly spiritual, began to move in her 
even as Jordan pushed forward, and Peter’s gaze anchored 
her. She felt the tiny opening stretch, then stretch some 
more, beyond what she'd tasted already. Burning, 
inexorable, Jordan’s cock moved bit by bit until she felt her 
sphincter give way and the head of Jordan’s cock slip inside 
her. He stopped moving, and she sensed the tension in him. 
Unable to stop herself, she flexed herself around him, and 
he swore. 

“Mother of God, Tracy. Don’t do that. I’m trying to be 
careful here.” Jordan’s words sounded strained, and she 
knew he was hanging on hard to his control. 

“It feels... need...” Tracy hadn’t meant to whimper. But 
the arousal and the need grew within her, becoming a force 
so independent, so strong, she had no defense against it. 

“Shh, baby. Here. Let me help you.” Peter’s words didn’t 
make any sense at all. He moved, sliding down under her 
raised leg and then further down her body until his head 
rested on the bed so close to her pussy. And then he put his 


mouth on her, and used his tongue to lick and his mouth to 
suck her cunt. 

Tracy screamed as an explosion of ecstasy shattered her. 
Rocking her hips in a motion both frantic and feral, she 
came in such enormous waves of rapture all thought ended. 
There was only the burning pain in her ass feeding the 
frenzied fire of her passion. 

Behind her, Jordan swore and began to pump in her, in 
and out in such a rhythm, taking her in such a rhythm that 
she could do nothing but relax every muscle, as each of his 
thrusts pushed more and more of her climax from her core 
outward. Then he held himself deep, growling and swearing 
as his cock convulsed, filling the condom with his hot seed. 

Tracy blinked, wondering if she’d somehow dozed off—or 
zoned out. The sensation of Jordan leaning against her, 
fighting for breath and Peter, still down by her pussy, but 
not touching her there, just placing sweet, butterfly kisses 
on her thighs, filled her with warmth and with lassitude. 

“Are you Okay, sweetheart?” Jordan’s words against her 
neck made her smile. 

“Guh.” She didn’t think herself capable of anything more 
than an unintelligible sound. She felt his grin against her 
neck, and then his kiss there. 

“Hold still. I’m going to pull out of you. l'Il be careful.” 

“Mm.” She closed her eyes, the sensation of his leaving 
her definitely different than anything she’d ever felt before, 
and, now that her arousal had been temporarily sated, just a 
bit uncomfortable. 

Peter moved when Jordan left the bed, easing himself up 
to lie beside her once more. She felt his forehead against 
hers, and inhaled the aroma of her juices on his face. She 
smiled, then leaned closer and kissed him, stealing some of 
that nectar for herself, enjoying the taste of the two of them 
together. 

Jordan returned, and as he had so gently done that first 
time back in Dallas, he tended to her, using a warm cloth to 


gently clean her. 

“Rest, baby,” Peter said when Jordan lay down and 
spooned her. “I can wait until tomorrow.” 

She hoped she never took their caring, their consideration 
of her for granted. She opened her eyes and met his gaze. 
“You might be able to wait until tomorrow, but | can’t.” She 
reached down and fisted his cock. “I want to feel you in my 
ass, Peter Alvarez. | need to feel you there. | need both of 
you to be able to take me the way you take each other. It 
brings us closer to where we want to be.” 

“You're a bossy little thing,” Peter said. 

“She is that.” 

“Aunt Samantha told me to start as | meant to go.” 

Behind her, Jordan chuckled. “That sounds like mom.” 

“Well, if you’re sure, baby.” Peter’s tone sounded 
doubtful. 

Tracy reached out and grasped his face with both of her 
hands. “Don’t think for one moment that you’re going to 
escape my clutches, Peter.” 

Peter grinned and then looked over her shoulder, likely 
meeting Jordan’s gaze. She felt that man’s soft laughter 
against her back. “In that case”—Peter returned his gaze to 
her—“get on your knees, woman. Now.” 

Tracy had always known she was a failure as a modern 
woman. She didn’t want a career. She wanted husbands and 
babies. Now here was further proof that she was a bit of a 
throwback to an earlier age. 

Peter’s growled command made her insides melt and her 
pussy leak. She knew she could never fool her lovers for 
long. They were bound to figure out sooner or later that 
their acting all dominant and bossy and macho just turned 
her on even more. 

Thank God. 

Tracy went up on her knees and then looked over her 
shoulder. Jordan had just opened a condom. He smoothed 


the latex down over Peter’s cock. Then he picked up the 
lube and squeezed a generous dollop on Peter’s two fingers. 

“Same rules, baby. If it hurts, you tell me, and l'Il stop.” 

“But it hurts so good,” Tracy said. She sent him a wink, 
then lowered her chest onto the bed, so that her ass was 
raised up just a bit higher in invitation. 

“Damn, you do challenge a man’s ability to stay in 
control.” Peter didn’t exactly sound bitter about that truth. 

Despite having just enjoyed a stupendous orgasm, Tracy 
hungered for more. She moaned when she felt Peter’s 
fingers on her, spreading the lube. She panted and pushed 
when he tested her readiness with two fingers. 

“You're opening for me just like a pretty little rose,” Peter 
said. 

He placed the end of his cock against that opening and 
pushed. It burned, but not quite as much as the first time. 
Again, the pain seemed to feed a fire inside her, a fire that 
lit every one of her erogenous zones, sending dripping 
Shafts of arousal to every part of her body. 

Peter’s cock breeched the rosette of her opening and slid 
into her, one long, slow slide until he was buried to the hilt. 

Tracy clenched her inner muscles, and Peter sucked in air 
through his teeth. She felt the effort to control himself in his 
hands, hands that gripped her buttocks, spreading her 
cheeks, holding her still and open for his pleasure—and 
hers. He really thinks he can stay in control. 

Well, she hadn’t been able to hang on to that precious 
commodity even once with these two strong men. Why 
should he be able to? 

She forced herself up, bracing herself on her hands, and 
the change in angle increased the incredible sensations in 
her ass, and all through her body. 

“Don’t cheat me, G-Man. Give me all you’ve got. Fuck me. 
Fuck my ass hard and fast and deep.” 

“Jesus.” 


Tracy thought she heard the snap of his control letting go. 
He pulled out of her and slid in again, and the glide and 
Slide and tiny bite of pain felt so good she groaned, eased 
herself down on the bed, turned her head so she could face 
Jordan, and surrendered completely. 

Beside her, Jordan caressed her back, but his gaze was 
riveted on Peter’s cock as he began to fuck her in a steady 
motion, giving her what she wanted, what she’d demanded 
of him. 

Spiraling out of control, coming from somewhere deep 
inside her, Tracy’s orgasm shimmered out of her, wave after 
wave of bliss that flooded her, that escaped any vestige of 
control, and that consumed her completely. She heard 
Peter’s shout, felt him press into her and hold, and closed 
her eyes as the greatest sense of satisfaction she’d ever 
known filled her. 


Chapter 17 

“What time is it?” 

Tracy awakened when Jordan scooped her into his arms 
and began to carry her. She didn’t need to ask where he 
was taking her, because the sound of the hot tub jets 
seemed to be getting closer. 

“It’s just coming up on nine. Peter’s downstairs, putting 
one of mom’s frozen casseroles into the oven. Then he'll join 
us. We'll relax in the spa, and then have dinner. How do you 
feel?” 

“Wonderful.” Tracy yawned. She hadn’t been asleep for 
long, just a bit more than an hour. 

“Uh-huh. Would you tell us if the answer was otherwise?” 
Jordan sat on the edge of the hot tub then swung his legs 
over, lowering himself, and her, into the lovely froth. 

Tracy kissed him, and then moved off of his lap to sit next 
to him, so she could stretch out and let the bubbles work on 
her strained muscles. “Yes, | would. | would never lie to you, 
or keep anything from you.” Tracy looked over, because as 
she'd spoken, Peter had come into the room and had 
sighed. He set down the tray of glasses he carried and 
handed one to each of them. Tracy took a sip of the ice-cold 
sweet tea, and smiled. She was glad he’d not laced the 
beverage with alcohol. It only took one time for her to 
discover that hot tub plus alcohol equaled an amazingly 
effective sleeping pill. 

Peter dropped his boxers and got into the tub with them. 

She looked at him, and this time he met her gaze. She 
tilted her head to one side. “It looks like I’m not the only one 
who can’t keep my emotions off my face.” 

Peter took a sip of his drink, then set the glass down. He 
groaned, scooped some water, and rubbed it over his face. 

When he came up for air, he sighed, leaned back, and 
looked directly at both her and Jordan. 


“I have a confession to make.” 

Tracy had wondered if Jordan had picked up on the vibes 
that Peter had been sending out, too. That question was 
answered when, beneath the water, Jordan laced his fingers 
with hers and squeezed. 

“Go on,” he said. “We’re listening.” 

Peter sighed. “I’m not really on vacation. I’m here, away 
from Dallas, because it’s come to light that Miguel Ramos 
has put a contract out on me, and my boss wanted me out 
of the area.” 

“Damn it to hell, Peter. And you didn’t think to te// us? 
Why the hell not, exactly?” 

Tracy caught the edge in Jordan’s voice. He sat forward, 
let go of her hand, and gave Peter a look the likes of which 
she’d never seen on him before. 

“You know why, Jordan.” Peter ran his hand through his 
hair, frustration rife in his tone. 

“Why don’t you say it out loud? In just so many words?” 

Peter sat forward, his gaze on Jordan. “You have issues 
with my job. | understand that. Cops don’t make good bets 
when it comes to relationships, and | get that, too.” 

“No, you obviously don’t,” Jordan said quietly. “And that’s 
as much my fault as it is yours.” 

Tracy waited, knowing full well how important this 
conversation was. Not that she didn’t have something to say 
herself on the subject of secrets. But she was perfectly 
willing to let the men hash out their misunderstanding first. 

“I know | didn’t handle it well last month when you got 
shot,” Jordan said. “There was a lot going on in that moment 
out at the airstrip. Not just that you’d been hurt, but that 
you'd been hurt rescuing my family. | felt guilty as hell.” 

“You never told me that, and you sure as hell had no 
cause to feel guilty,” Peter said. “I’d been waiting for Rogers 
to make a move on that Piper since Tamara landed it so that 
I'd be able to nab him red-handed. Your brothers happened 
to be there, but I’d have moved on him anyway.” Peter 


laughed, but it didn’t sound full of humor. “As a matter of 
fact, considering the bastard had two men with him, one 
who proved to be a bit trigger happy, your brothers likely 
did me a favor. If not for them, I’d have gone into that 
situation alone.” 

Jordan exhaled. Tracy thought he looked like a man who'd 
just been relieved of a tremendous burden. Then he sat 
forward, and urgency hummed from every part of him. 

“As to the rest...Peter, I’m not going to lie to you and tell 
you | won’t worry when you go to work, especially if you’re 
executing warrants or taking part in a bust. How can | not 
worry? | love you. But | also know that being a cop, in the 
way you've chosen to be one, is a part of who you are. | fell 
in love with the whole man, even that part of you the bad 
guys shoot at sometimes. | know you’re good at your job, 
but more, | trust you to take care of yourself.” 

Peter’s eyes shined with tears. “Thank you. Jordan, that 
means a lot to me.” Then he happened to look at Tracy, and 
tilted his head to one side. 

“You're scowling.” 

“You bet your very fine ass I’m scowling.” Tracy kept her 
tone even. “I always scowl when I’m pissed off.” 

Jordan raised one eyebrow, chuckled, and leaned back 
against the side of the tub. Clearly he was willing to let 
Peter face her wrath alone, and that was fine with her. She 
had no doubt that some day in the future, Peter would 
return the favor. 

“Um...okay. | take it that you’re pissed with me?” 

Tracy had to suppress the urge to smile. Peter was 
venturing his words very carefully, as if at any moment one 
of them would blow up in his face. 

“Yes, Peter. I’m pissed with you.” 

“And you're pissed because | didn’t tell you that | wasn’t 
really on vacation?” 

Again his words came carefully. She realized he was 
feeling his way in the dark. When it came to the relationship 


the three of them were building, though, they all were, more 
or less. “Yes, that’s part of it. Keeping secrets is never a 
good idea, especially if you’re keeping them from the people 
you love—the people who love you.” 

“You're right, and I’m sorry. Really, Tracy. | am sorry. | 
shouldn’t have done that.” 

She looked at him for a long moment. “How sorry are you, 
Peter?” 

Now he looked at Jordan, one eyebrow raised. Jordan 
shrugged, clearly having no advice to give his other lover. 

She supposed she’d strung this out for as long as she 
Should. “Are you sorry enough to tell us the rest of it?” 

Peter froze, and tried to control his facial expression. 
Fortunately—or unfortunately, depending—not before she 
saw the look that flashed across his face, confirming her 
SUSPICIONS. 

And to his credit, he didn’t ask her what she meant. 

“Man, | won’t ever be able to get away with anything with 
you guys, will I?” Peter sounded disgusted, but not 
necessarily upset that she’d caught on to him. 

“I’m going to remember this night, in case | ever think to 
pull a fast one and not be completely open with you both.” 
Jordan smiled, then said, “Well, Peter?” 

x KOK OX 

Peter exhaled and rubbed his face again. Where to begin? 

“One of the young men we nailed in that ops last week 
recognized me, by name, as the cop who'd relieved Miguel 
Ramos of his diamonds. He said Ramos had put a price on 
my head.” He was too far away from his lovers. Sitting 
across from them made it seem as if he was on the 
opposing side. He didn’t want this to be a confrontation, but 
a sharing. 

Peter moved, his intention clear. Jordan and Tracy made 
room for him between them. 

“The SAC—Special Agent in Charge—of the Denver office, 
Mac Dwyer, thought it would be prudent for me to appear to 


leave the task force, take personal time, while he and the 
others tried to ferret out the gang member they felt certain 
had been tagged to try and kill me.” 

“Okay. That makes sense,” Jordan said, “and given what 
you thought | was dealing with, | can understand why you 
wouldn’t have said anything. But please tell me you've 
spoken to Adam about this.” 

Peter sighed in relief. “Yeah, | not only spoke to him, but 
lve been working in his office, trying to follow the money 
trail from the last two places we busted, back to Ramos. 
He’s a wily son of a bitch, that Ramos, but | almost have 
him. More, | think I’m close to finding his base of operations 
—and it’s right here in Texas.” 

“That’s all well and good. But something changed, didn’t 
it?” Tracy asked. 

He turned to look at her. “How did you know?” 

Tracy shrugged. “I just had the sense that when you 
confessed earlier, you were leaving something out.” 

“Yeah. Adam asked Manny Ramirez to contact his former 
associates in Houston, do a bit of snooping around, with the 
goal of maybe finding out which one of the locals had taken 
the contract. Turns out, no local has.” 

“He’s hired a professional,” Jordan said. 

“Yes, and in a way that’s better for me. | need to step up 
my investigation, because once we have Ramos in custody, 
the pro will go away. A local, or someone out to make a 
name for themselves among the gangs may have just kept 
coming at me.” 

“You do have a talent for making lemonade out of 
lemons,” Jordan said. 

Peter shrugged. He felt just a twinge of guilt for not 
mentioning to Jordan the odd results Matt had gotten when 
he’d tried to look into Joe Grant’s background. The gaps 
he’d found probably meant nothing. The average person 
didn’t go around constructing their backgrounds to make a 
seamless past that would show up if someone looked. There 


could be completely innocent people who came up all clean 
and shiny like Grant had. 

Certainly there was no need to mention to Jordan that 
Peter had his employee investigated in the first place unless 
they came up with something concrete. If Jordan felt guilty 
because of that dustup at the airfield last month, Peter 
could only imagine how he would feel if he thought he’d 
brought someone, who proved to be false, close to home. 

No, Morgan and Henry were on alert out at the airfield, 
and Adam and Matthew were on alert here in town. 

Peter was on alert, period. But he felt reasonably satisfied 
he had all the bases covered. 

“What are you doing to protect yourself?” Jordan asked. 

“Everything | can,” Peter answered. “Adam and Matt are 
keeping their eyes open. The whole town notices if any 
strangers pop up these days,” he said. “I’m as safe as | can 
be. The best thing | can do is nail Ramos. When | do that, 
this will be over.” 

“I’m not going to make you promise nothing will happen 
to you,” Jordan said. “I did that last month. So l'Il tell you, 
instead, that we’re both trusting you to do what you have to 
do to keep our lover safe.” 

“Don’t worry.” Peter figured those two words were 
wasted, because likely both Jordan and Tracy would worry, 
and maybe that was okay. 

Worrying about each other was what families did. 

x OK OK OX 

He was glad the days of playing this role were nearly at 
an end, and it was nearly time to kill Alvarez. As the moon 
climbed high in the sky, as night settled in, he stretched out 
on the bed and folded his hands behind his head. Sleep 
would come, but not until he had satisfied his own need to 
review everything in his mind one more time. 

There was no such thing as being too prepared. 

Behind closed eyelids, he went over all the information 
he’d gleaned over the last few days. He’d begun this 


journey by envisioning his mission, and then he’d worked 
out the very best plan, the one that had the greatest chance 
for success. 

Hell, he’d been chosen specifically because he was in the 
best position to have the greatest chance of success. But 
that didn’t mean he could afford to get cocky. 

How many before him had made that mistake? How many 
had become full of themselves, convinced of their own 
invulnerability, only to fail? He would take nothing for 
granted, not one thing. 

He figured he was being watched. Always best to go in 
with that assumption. Of course, he’d drawn some attention 
to himself, but that couldn’t have been helped. He’d had to 
take advantage of the opportunity when it arose, for to do 
otherwise would have looked suspicious as hell. Worse, 
failure to seize the moment wouldn’t have been 
professional. 

One thing above all others would take him to the very top 
of his field. He would be a professional, always. 

He felt a vibration against his thigh. Only one person had 
the number of this cell phone, a phone purchased solely for 
this mission. He reached into his pocket, pulled the device 
out, and answered. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“I want to know how soon until you make your move. | 
grow impatient.” 

“I will move as soon as everything is in place, Don Miguel. 
| need just one more small piece of the puzzle. | should have 
that by tomorrow, at the latest. That is when | will move, 
and not before.” 

“See that you do. | don’t want to think that | made a 
mistake in selecting you for this assignment.” 

He understood the message behind Ramos’s words. 
Failure was not an option. He wanted to smile, because he 
was going to be even more successful than Ramos could 
ever have imagined. 


A small-minded man would have accepted the 
assignment as it was, within the strictures and limitations 
offered. 

He was not a small-minded man, so he had looked at the 
big picture, and he had known that this was a once-in-a- 
lifetime opportunity. 

Why settle for the reward being offered, for a simple 
piece of the prize, when he could have so much more? By 
the time he was ready to spring his trap, not only would his 
Original assignment then be completed successfully, but he 
would reap one very lucrative fringe benefit. 

He’d have access to all the money Don Miguel Ramos 
thought he had safely tucked away. 


Chapter 18 


Tracy had always been a very patient person. Even when 
it came to something she wanted badly, she’d always been 
able to bide her time, believing that patience and 
persistence would win the day. 

Until now. 

She knew she should be thrilled with the progress the 
three of them had made. She, Jordan, and Peter had cleared 
SO many hurdles in such a short time already. Their 
relationship was growing and strengthening every day. She 
should be filled with a sense of accomplishment, and for the 
most part, she was. But she wanted more. 

Damn it, she wanted it all! She wanted a commitment 
asked for and given, and a date chosen for the ceremony, 
and yes, she wanted her engagement party right here at 
Lusty Appetites. 

She wished Julia was home. She would have called her 
and asked her over for lunch. But her best friend was 
spending the day in Waco, in meetings with her new 
employer. Not being able to sit and vent to her friend just 
made her feel grumpier. 

“That’s quite the fierce look you’re wearing, Tracy, and | 
haven’t even asked you for that favor yet,” Kelsey said. 

Tracy blinked, and brought her attention back to the 
moment. The kitchen around her held the various aromas of 
their morning’s endeavors—vegetable beef soup, roasting 
pork, and chocolate. Kelsey stood before her, hands on her 
hips and a laugh on her face. 

“Sorry.” Tracy shook her head. “My mind was wandering, 
and | was thinking about something else entirely.” 

“No worries. I’ve seen that same facial expression from 
time to time in my very own mirror. As far as | know, only 
one thing can create such a look, and that’s men, and | do 
mean plural, as in yourmen.” 


“Yeah.” Tracy exhaled a bit of a laugh then shook her 
head. “I’ve waited this long to have my heart’s desire. You’d 
think that now that things are finally going my way, I’d be 
able to be patient, take this relationship one day at a time.” 

“Oh, | don’t know. Personally, | think you probably used up 
your life’s allotment of patience waiting for Jordan Kendall to 
see you as the perfect woman for him.” Kelsey stepped 
closer. “But that’s just because you’re one of my best 
friends, a wonderful human being, and my goal at the 
moment is to support, approve, and applaud whatever it is 
you're thinking or feeling.” 

“Hmm, understanding and flattery. What was it you hadn’t 
asked me yet that you think needs understanding and 
flattery to make it more appetizing for me?” 

Kelsey laughed. “Okay, you got me. Henry called a little 
while ago and wondered if we could do a lunch run again 
today for them. | told him it would be up to you since you’d 
be the only one available to take it out to them.” 

Tracy nodded. “I’m not surprised. Tamara told me on the 
phone last night that they’re trying to finish up putting that 
plane back together in order to meet their deadline for the 
charter they have tonight,” Tracy said. In truth, she was the 
only one who could be spared to make a food delivery out to 
the airfield. The lunch crowd would keep the waitresses 
busy, and Kelsey preferred to work the lunch orders herself. 

“Maybe you should look into hiring someone who can be 
free to make these deliveries,” she said to Kelsey. 

“I’m still working on a prospectus for having a ‘takeout’ 
business,” Kelsey said. “I like to be careful about these kinds 
of decisions. It would be like adding a second full business 
to the first. | need to weigh all the options, first.” 

One thing Tracy had always admired about her friend and 
boss was her attention to detail, especially when it came to 
her business. “I hear you. But the truth of the matter is, 
once others in town hear about a couple of lunch orders 
being delivered out to the airfield, you’re bound to get a 


flood of requests. And knowing you, you won't be able to 
say no to any of them.” 

Kelsey closed her eyes and sighed. “You’re right. Of 
course | am, and of course, | won’t. | don’t know what | was 
thinking.” 

“Cheer up. Business is just going to get better, and that’s 
good for all of us.” She grinned as she said that, and Kelsey 
laughed. 

“Sure, it will be good for me until you decide to start a 
business of your own. Then what will | do?” 

Tracy just grinned. She’d told Kelsey more than once that 
She had no plans to open her own restaurant, bakery, or 
catering service. She knew that Kelsey believed her—sort of. 
Tracy figured she’d just let time prove her right. 

Owning a restaurant of her own had been Kelsey’s dream, 
but it had never been Tracy’s. 

She looked at the clock that hung above the double sinks. 
It was almost eleven thirty. If she put the special order 
together now, she could be out and then back before the 
crush of the noontime crowd hit. “Is it soup and sandwiches 
again for four?” 

“Yes, also, and | quote, ‘any little dessert-type thing you 
might happen to have on hand.’” 

Tracy laughed. “Yep, no doubt about it. Henry called in 
that order.” Jordan’s brother loved her sweets with a 
passion. It continued to amaze her that he could maintain 
his trim physique, considering how much he could eat. 

Kelsey said, “He sure does love his sweets.” One of the 
oven timers beeped, and she went to attend it. “Anyway, he 
said no hurry, just whenever you get the chance.” 

“Why don’t | do it now, and then you won't be left 
shorthanded during the lunch crunch?” 

“Sounds good—and why don’t you take them one of the 
chocolate cakes you made this morning?” She brought a 
tray of pork roasts out of the oven and set it on her working 
counter. 


Tracy laughed. “An entire chocolate cake is not going to 
discourage those flyboys from ordering lunch whenever the 
whim strikes.” 

“Well, that’s true. But they are family.” 

“Kelsey? The entire town is family. Well, practically.” 

Kelsey just smiled and then turned her attention back to 
preparing the pulled pork which was that day’s lunch 
special. 

It didn’t take Tracy long to get everything together. She 
cut down a cardboard box so it wouldn’t be so deep, making 
it easier to handle. Slipping her light jacket on and then 
hefting the box, she headed out through the dining room, on 
her way to her car. 

When she'd been staying at her apartment, she’d walked 
to work every day. It was only a few blocks, after all. But 
since she’d been living at Jordan’s, she’d been driving in 
each morning. 

There were no municipal parking lots in Lusty, and no 
back-alley parking area for the restaurant, either. 

This morning, Tracy had left her car nearly two full blocks 
from Lusty Appetites, practically in front of the museum. 
She shouldered the door open and stepped out onto the 
sidewalk under the pretty midday sun. 

A male voice immediately caught her attention. “Hey 
there, Tracy.” 

Tracy jumped, but then relaxed. “Hey, how are you 
doing?” She looked up into the smiling face of Manny 
Ramirez. She’d practically stepped into him when she’d 
come out of the restaurant. Clearly heading in the same 
direction as she was, he fell in step beside her. 

“Good, thanks. Here, let me take that for you.” He 
plucked the box from her hands, carrying it easily. “Where 
are you headed?” 

“Just down to my car. I’m taking this lunch order out to 
the airfield, to the hardworking folks at Kendall Aviation.” 


Manny laughed. “I imagine Morgan is hardworking, 
though I’m not so sure about Henry.” 

Tracy didn’t quite know what to say to that. Then Manny 
said, “I didn’t know Kelsey had a takeout business going.” 

“Neither did Kelsey.” 

Manny chuckled. Tracy had heard Manny recently left 
Dallas behind after having gotten into some trouble there. 
He’d come to live with his aunt and uncle and seemed 
determined to get his life straightened out. In fact, she 
recalled that Jordan told her he was working with his uncle, 
and had been out to work some of the kinks out of the new 
computer system Morgan and Henry had bought. 

She was sorry she hadn’t taken the time to get to know 
him a bit better over the years, especially considering the 
help he’d so recently given Peter. Even before making Lusty 
his home, Manny had been a familiar face there in the 
summer, and at civic events like Founders Day, the annual 
rodeo, and the Fourth of July celebrations. 

“So, which car is yours?” he asked. 

“That red Buick just up ahead.” 

“Hey, | parked right behind you,” Manny said. “Nice car. 
Uncle Joaquin has loaned me his—uh-oh.” 

“He loaned you his uh-oh?” Tracy slowed her pace 
because Manny slowed, and he was looking down at the 
pavement, so she looked, too. 

“No, uh-oh, you've got a flat...noly crap, no, you’ve got 
two flat tires!” 

Sure enough, both of her back tires were flatter than 
pancakes on a hot griddle. “Well, damn it! How the hell did 
that happen?” She looked up and down the street as if the 
answer would be right there for her to see. 

“Maybe you drove over some broken glass, or something 
on the way to work today. Have you been out to any 
construction sites, or anything like that, lately?” 

“No, I’ve just driven between home and here. Rats, if | 
had one flat | could change it. But with two...” 


“Look, why don’t | drive you out to the airfield so you can 
deliver this food?” Manny said. “Then I'll bring you back 
here, and l'Il see what | can do to get these tires fixed for 
you? It won’t take much time, and | don’t have anything 
better to do. l'Il just pop them off, one at a time, and run 
them out to Gord Jessop’s garage.” 

Tracy hated to impose on anyone, but the truth was, she 
needed help. She nearly refused Manny’s offer, because 
Peter was just a block away, after all, holed up with Adam in 
the sheriff's office. But they were working hard to try to find 
the one bit of information that would lead them to Miguel 
Ramos. Son of a bitch put a contract out on one of her men? 
He needed to be busted, and Peter needed to be the one to 
bust him. 

Which he couldn’t very well do, she reasoned, if he had to 
stop working to rescue her from a couple of flat tires. 
Decision made. 

“Thanks, Manny. | really appreciate your help.” 

Manny shook his head. “You don’t have to thank me, 
Tracy. Seriously, I’m glad to do it.” 

He pulled his car keys out of his pocket and unlocked the 
Chevy that sat parked just behind her Buick. While he set 
the box on the backseat, Tracy got into the front passenger 
seat. In moments, Manny was sliding behind the wheel and 
starting the car. 

“Don’t forget your seatbelt,” he said as he eased the car 
out onto Main Street. He flashed a grin, then stepped on the 
gas, but only got as far as the traffic light before he had to 
stop the car. 

Tracy tried to ignore the fact that Manny’s grin made her 
feel jittery. Instead, she focused her attention on the fact 
that her car had two flat tires. Funny that both of the back 
tires are flat. If she’d driven through something like broken 
glass, wouldn’t it make more sense that the back and front 
tires of one side would be flat, rather than both of the back 
ones, and neither of the front? 


“What’s the matter, Tracy?” 

Something in Manny’s tone sounded off to her. She looked 
at him, but he spared her only a brief glance, then turned 
his attention back to the road. The light turned green, and 
he drove the car forward, at the speed limit, heading out of 
town. 

Tracy shook her head. What was up with her emotions 
today? 

Manny continued to drive at a sedate speed, both hands 
on the steering wheel. Tracy didn’t understand why a sense 
of dread bloomed in her belly. Conscious that Manny had 
asked her a question and that the silence between them felt 
heavy, she answered him. 

“I’m just trying to figure out how the hell | managed to 
give myself two flat tires.” 

“Ah. Well, that’s a puzzle. But the truth is, | used my 
sticker to puncture them.” 

Tracy jerked her head to look at Manny, and instead found 
her gaze drawn to the very ugly gun he was holding, 
pointed at her face. 

“Manny! What the hell is the meaning of this?” 

“Shut up, gringa. Very slowly, reach forward and open the 
glove box.” 

Gone was the congenial young man she’d met on the 
sidewalk just moments before, and in his place sat a young, 
tough-looking punk with a gun. Tracy swallowed hard and 
did as she was ordered. 

Inside the glove box lay a pair of unlocked handcuffs. 

“Put them on, after looping them through the ‘holy shit’ 
handle, first.” Manny grinned. “Today, from you | am sure, 
that handle above the door earns its nickname.” 

Tracy recognized why she’d shuddered in response to 
Manny’s previous smile. In his eyes and on his face she saw 
only pure evil. 

Manny continued to drive and hold the gun on her, and 
Tracy could think of nothing else to do. Swallowing, she fit 


the handcuffs through the center of the handle above her, 
and then closed the manacles on her wrists. 

“Perfect. Good girl.” He put the gun in his lap, then 
reached over and squeezed her left breast. 

“Don’t you fucking touch me, you bastard! You’re going to 
break Joaquin and Portia’s hearts.” 

“As if | care. I’ve been the poor relation to them all my 
life. But now, thanks to Miguel Ramos, | will have enough 
money that | won’t need to beg anyone for anything. And 
after today, l'Il have lots of people who'll be willing to pay 
for my services. | will have no more need for this town, or 
my so-called family.” 

“What are you planning to do?” 

“I suppose it won’t hurt to tell you.” Manny looked very 
pleased with himself. “First, | am going to kill that bastard, 
Peter Alvarez, and collect the reward money Ramos is 
offering.” 

Tracy gasped, terror for Peter filling her. “No!” She began 
tugging on the handcuffs, as if she could somehow get free 
and stop him. 

Manny laughed, and waved the gun at her. “Oh, sf And 
then, thanks to the work your hombre has done tracing 
Ramos’s accounts, | am going to hack into Senor Ramos’s 
bank account and steal his money...electronically. I’ve 
cloned the computer that Alvarez has been using at the 
sheriff's office, and all that information he has accumulated 
is now mine. Ramos has millions stashed away, and those 
millions will soon be mine, too.” 

Tracy swallowed hard. She needed to stop Manny, but had 
no idea how she could. She watched as familiar scenery 
flashed past. They’d taken the turn off the state road that 
would bring them past the airfield. She desperately hoped 
someone there was looking out, and would see her. But who 
was She fooling? She was in an unfamiliar car, and everyone 
there would likely be busy working. 


When they passed the airfield, she could only watch as 
her last hope for rescue went by. The only person she saw 
was Joe Grant, but she didn’t think he noticed her at all. 

The road forked ahead. The right fork would take them 
out beyond Susan Benedict’s ranch. The left only went for a 
couple of miles before it petered out to a dirt road that 
ended in the middle of an abandoned farm. 

The buildings had been torn down long ago and the land 
itself left to become pasture for Kendall cattle. She tried to 
recall the lay of the land, but it had been years since she’d 
been out there. 

Sure enough, Manny took the left fork. 

He drove to the end of the paved road, and for another 
mile or so along the dirt track. Then he stopped the vehicle, 
shifted it into “park,” and turned off the engine. 

He threw open the door and got out of the car. He held 
the gun pointed at her as he reached into his pocket with his 
other hand. He pulled out his cell phone, looked at the front 
of it, and nodded. 

“Fortunately | have a signal here. Now, gringa, if you 
make one sound, | swear that | will shoot you in the face. 
Nod if you understand me.” 

Tracy was so frightened she felt her insides begin to 
curdle. She didn’t know this man who stood before her. In 
that moment, he /ooked like a hired killer. Unable to think of 
anything else to do, she nodded. 

“Good.” 

She wondered who he was calling. She didn’t have to 
wonder long. 

“Sheriff Kendall, it’s Manny. l... saw...you have to do 
something! Someone has Tracy Jessop...they passed me, 
and | saw he had a gun...no, they drove off out of town...a 
white car, maybe a Chevy. Hurry! She looked crazy scared!” 

Manny hung up the cell phone then put it back in his 
pocket. 

Grinning, he came toward her. 


She leaned back as he reached in through the open 
window. He chuckled and grabbed her breast again and 
squeezed it hard. Tracy wanted to rage in protest, but 
decided maybe if she ignored him, he wouldn’t do it again. 

“If | had time, | would very much enjoy fucking you. But 
there’s lots of pussy in my future. | can miss using your 
cunt, tempting as it is.” Instead of reaching for her again, he 
reached toward the glove box and pushed the trunk release. 
Then he was gone, heading toward the back of the Malibu. 

It seemed to take forever before she heard the trunk 
Slam. When she saw him next, he was walking toward the 
stand of trees and bushes that were ahead and to the right. 
He’d replaced the handgun with a rifle. 

Oh, God. In a single heartbeat, she understood Manny’s 
terrible plan. His call to Adam would of course have alerted 
Peter that she was in danger. She knew Peter, knew he’d 
drop everything and come running to save her. 

Only instead of saving her, he’d be walking into a trap. 


Chapter 19 


This isn’t where I need to be. 

Jordan closed his office door behind his first appointment 
of the morning and made a decision. Ever since he left the 
house that morning, there’d been a niggling something in 
the back of his mind. When he allowed himself to think 
about it, he understood that something was worry. He was 
worried about Peter and about the threat to him he’d 
learned about the night before. 

This felt like more than his usual worry over the fact the 
man he loved had a dangerous job, though. If only he could 
pinpoint exactly... 

Son of a bitch. 

His lover had confessed the night before there’d been a 
contract put out on his life, and what the hell had Jordan 
done just the day before that? 

He’d brought a fucking stranger to Lusty, that’s what he’d 
done. Given a man he really didn’t know personally entrée 
to the community where both of his lovers and most of his 
family happened to be. 

Unable and unwilling to focus on anything but his concern 
for Peter’s safety, he called and cancelled the rest of his 
appointments for the day. In less than ten minutes he was in 
his car and headed for Lusty, Texas, and the sheriff's office. 
He’d ask Adam and Peter to check out Joe Grant—something 
he should have thought to do right from the get-go. 

Traffic on the Interstate slowed. Jordan tapped his hands 
on the steering wheel, a sense of urgency kicking him. He 
pulled out his cell phone and hit number three on his speed 
dial. 

Peter answered on the second ring. 

“Hey, Jordan. What’s up?” 

Jordan heard the smile in Peter’s voice. “Listen, | may not 
have done as thorough a job of checking out Joe Grant as | 


Should have done. He was recommended by a man | 
sometimes do business with, but | just haven’t gotten 
around to checking out all his references yet. Maybe you 
should have Adam run him, or something.” 

Peter was silent for a moment. “We did that already. He 
came back a little too clean—so Adam has Morgan keeping 
an eye on the guy.” 

“Well, now | just feel stupid. | guess | should have realized 
you'd do that. I’m about a half hour out, sooner if this damn 
traffic clears. | had this horrible feeling, and just decided to 
come home.” 

“Hey, don’t feel stupid.” Peter’s voice softened, and damn 
if it didn’t give Jordan a little hum of pleasure deep inside. 
“I’ll give Morgan a call and make sure your Mr. Grant is still 
in sight. And I’m glad you’re almost here. It’ll give me a 
chance to show you the progress I’m making. I’ve been 
following a money trail, and | think | may have the bastard.” 

“Good. l'Il see you soon.” Jordan closed his cell phone and 
set it on the console. Traffic finally cleared, and Jordan 
focused on driving. He knew Peter, and Morgan for that 
matter, were more than capable of looking out for 
themselves. 

That sense of nagging worry should have eased, but it 
didn’t. If anything, it seemed to be stronger the closer he 
got to Lusty. Jordan used a heavier foot on the accelerator. If 
he got a ticket for speeding, so be it. 

He beat his estimate for arriving in Lusty by nearly ten 
minutes. Noon hour, and Main Street fairly hummed with 
traffic. He had to drive past the sheriff's office to find a 
parking spot, but got one just as old Mr. Parker left his spot, 
probably after having his usual early lunch at Kelsey’s. 

As Jordan got out of his car, his attention was snagged by 
the red Buick parked a bit further north and on the opposite 
side of the street. He’d noticed Tracy’s car as he’d passed it. 
He looked hard, wondering what was off about it. 


He realized what was wrong at the same instant his cell 
phone rang. A quick check at the number on the call display 
told him who was calling. “Peter...” 

“Where are you?” 

The urgency in Peter’s voice stabbed him. Motion in his 
peripheral vision drew his head up and toward the north. 
Peter, Adam, and Matt had just burst out of the sheriff's 
office. 

Peter saw him and came jogging down the street. Jordan 
crossed and met him, as Matt passed them both and ran 
into the restaurant. 

“Tracy,” was all Peter said. 

They both bent to have a look at the back tires. Adam 
joined them. 

“Looks slashed,” Peter said. 

“What’s happening?” Jordan pushed aside the panic that 
wanted to bloom in his chest. 

“Manny Ramirez called and said he saw Tracy being 
kidnapped, but | wasn’t able to call him back to confirm,” 
Adam said. 

Matt came running out of the restaurant. “She’s supposed 
to be delivering a lunch order out to the airfield.” 

Darryl Jessop, who owned Darryl’s Duds, came out of his 
store. “Hey, what’s up, fellas? Does it take four of you to 
change a couple of flats?” 

“No, we’re looking for Tracy, Darryl,” Adam said. “Have 
you seen her?” 

“Sure. That young Ramirez boy drove off with her in 
Joaquin’s old Malibu, oh, must have been ten minutes ago, 
or so,” he said. 

Adam’s cell phone rang. He looked at it, then answered. 

“Morgan, has Tracy arrived...what? Son of a bitch, okay. 
Did he see which way they were headed?” Adam listened for 
a moment. “We'll be there in five.” He slipped the phone 
away then looked at Jordan. “Joe Grant saw them pass, said 


that it looked as if Tracy was hanging on to the chicken 
handle with both hands.” 

Peter was shaking his head. “Not holding on. Likely 
handcuffed to it. Fuck. Let’s go.” 

Adam and Matt ran for one of the two cruisers parked in 
front of the sheriff's office while Peter stayed with Jordan as 
they tore across the street for his car. 

“I don’t understand,” Jordan said as he slid behind the 
wheel. “What the hell does Manny Ramirez have to do with 
anything?” 

“I think he’s the one Ramos hired to kill me. And he’s 
taken Tracy...” 

“To lure you out there. Shit.” 

Peter grabbed his arm. “If anything happens to her 
because of me...” 

“Not because of you.” Jordan was terrified for Tracy, but 
suddenly he understood something that had eluded him all 
this time. “Not because of you,” he said again. “Because of 
this punk that we are so going to pound the living shit out of 
once we grab him. And because of the slime bucket who’s 
paid him to do this.” 

Jordan checked his mirrors then executed a sharp 180- 
degree turn, flooring it until they caught up to Adam and 
Matt. 

“Fuck, | wish I’d thought to grab an extra gun. | know you 
don’t carry one,” Peter said, “but | know you know how to 
use one.” 

“Adam carries a couple extra rifles in his cruiser,” Jordan 
said. He’d never been so glad that he’d maintained his 
marksmanship. He’d fired at targets, moving and stationary, 
all his life. He’d never fired at a human being before. In fact, 
he’d often thought that was one thing he’d never be able to 
bring himself to do. 

It’s funny how things change. Jordan knew that to protect 
the ones he loved, he could and would do whatever he had 
to do. 


Adam brought his cruiser to a stop just inside the gates to 
the airfield. Jordan pulled up alongside him. Waiting for 
them, Morgan, Henry, and Joe Grant looked grim. Tamara 
was nowhere in sight. 

Joe stepped toward Adam and held up what Jordan 
immediately recognized as a badge of some kind. 

“Another Fed,” Adam said dryly. 

“The place is lousy with them lately,” Matt Benedict 
agreed. 

Jordan raised one eyebrow and looked at Grant. The man 
shrugged. 

“I’m with the FBI,” he said. 

“You pull babysitting duty?” Peter asked. 

“It’s a long story,” Grant said. “And | understand we have 
an emergency on our hands?” 

Peter’s cell rang. He yanked it out of his pocket and 
looked at the display. “No ID, what do you want to bet it’s 
that little cocksucker?” Peter answered the phone. “Hurt 
her, you scumbag, and so help me I'll...” His voice trailed off 
as he listened. Then the line must have gone dead, because 
Peter looked at the phone for a moment. He turned, his gaze 
meeting Jordan’s. 

“He says he has her at the old abandoned farm, and if | 
want to see her alive, I’m to go there alone. He says | have 
ten minutes.” 

“You have to know it’s a trap,” Grant said. “The guy is 
Ramos’s paid assassin. He’s obviously planned this down to 
the last detail.” 

“He’s not the only one who can pull together a plan,” 
Peter said. He turned his head to look at Jordan. 

Jordan met Peter’s gaze. “I know that place. The road 
leading in becomes a dirt road, which ends where the 
homestead used to be. The building was razed a few years 
back, along with the small barn that used to be there. That 
parcel of land originally belonged to the first Adam Kendall. 
There’s a few hillocks leading toward the place, and a 


wooded area—a stand of trees and scrub bushes within 
shooting distance of the end of the road.” 

“How big and how dense is the wooded area? Could a 
man hide in there if he wanted to?” 

“You mean hide from view? Hell, yes. He could hide there, 
and shoot from there, no problem. It'll only take us a couple 
of minutes to get there,” Jordan said. “And we're down to 
seven.” 

“And the sooner | come roaring up, the better,” Peter said. 
“| know.” Then Peter turned to look at Adam. “Jordan is 
going to need your best rifle, and | need your cruiser.” 

Adam looked from Jordan to Peter, and then he nodded. “l 
think | have an idea of what you have in mind.” He walked 
over to the cruiser and opened the trunk. Inside there were 
a couple of rifles, including a Barrett REC7. The newest of 
the assault rifles owned by the Lusty Sheriff's Department, 
the Barrett was a rifle Jordan, along with Adam, had tested 
in Dallas at the police department’s rifle range when the 
town trust had been considering the acquisition. 

Adam handed the gun and a full magazine to Jordan, and 
tossed the car keys to Peter. “Make the first shot count,” 
Adam said. 

Jordan nodded. The first shot had to count, or their entire 
world might just shatter. 

x OK OK XK 

How long had she been chained out here like a sitting 
duck? Tracy’s stomach churned with terror, the acid making 
her queasy. 

She tugged hard with both wrists, hoping beyond hope 
she could somehow get free of this deadly trap. 

She knew enough about police investigations and the like 
to understand that Manny couldn’t afford to let her live. If he 
somehow succeeded in luring Peter out here, if he killed 
him, he’d have to kill her, too. 

She could testify against him, otherwise. 


Tracy wished she’d stuck a few bobby pins in her hair this 
morning instead of just catching it up in a hair elastic. She’d 
never picked a lock before, but at least she would feel as if 
she was doing something. 

Tracy tugged faster and harder. She heard a snap and 
wondered if she’d succeeded in breaking one of her wrists. 
Both were bruised and raw and very sore. 

She looked up to where her hands were caught and 
swallowed a shout of triumph. The snap she’d heard was 
one half of one side of the plastic handle pulling loose from 
the roof of the car. One of the two screws on the end closest 
to the rear that held the device bolted to the frame had just 
popped out of the metal. If her efforts had weakened one 
screw, they could weaken another. 

Tracy blocked out the pain and closed her eyes, giving the 
hardest, sharpest tugs she could manage. She had to get 
free, had to warn Peter about this trap. Another crack had 
her opening her eyes. Yes, it was working! Renewing her 
efforts she nearly cried at the way her wrists were now 
oozing blood, feeling as if they were on fire. She had no idea 
what the hell she would do when—not if—she got free. How 
far could Manny fire that rifle? How good a shot was he? 
Maybe she could run in a zigzag pattern... 

She stopped because her vision had blurred with tears. / 
will not break down. She could cry later, when this was all 
over. She needed to suck it up. She needed clear vision, so 
she rubbed the left side of her face against her left shoulder. 
Her vision cleared, and a glint of metal caught her eye. 

The car keys still dangled from the ignition! 

She gave a mighty tug and the entire ‘oh shit’ handle 
moved. Tracy blinked away the rest of her tears. One end of 
the handle was now completely detached from the roof of 
the car. 

Now what? Should she wait? Duck down, slide over, start 
the car, throw it in reverse, and step on it? Surely she could 
get out of gun range in just a few seconds? 


Then she caught motion in the side rearview mirror and 
knew she’d run out of time. One of the sheriff's cars 
approached. The driver wore no hat, and she knew 
immediately who he was. 

Peter pulled the cruiser up almost even with the Malibu, 
but angled slightly to the right. Tracy realized that the way 
he’d positioned the car partially blocked her from Manny’s 
rifle sights. 

The cruiser’s driver’s window was open. She looked over 
and met Peter’s gaze. “It’s a trap!” 

“I know, Blondie. Are you all right, sweetheart...fuck, 
you're bleeding.” 

“I’m ok. Yes, l'm bleeding, but | got this fucking handle to 
break. | can move, and the keys are still in it. Just tell me 
what to do.” 

“Our woman ’s pretty gutsy, isn’t she?” Jordan asked. 

Tracy had just barely registered the cruiser’s trunk had 
been slightly ajar when Peter had driven up. It wasn’t now. 
She couldn’t see Jordan, but from the sound of it, he was on 
the ground, under the cruiser. 

“Alvarez, get out of that cop car and stand where | can 
see you!” 

Manny’s shout, from somewhere ahead in the stand of 
trees, stabbed fear into her heart. 

“Peter, don’t. He’s got a rifle. He’ll kill you.” 

Peter opened the door of the cruiser and slowly got out of 
the car. “As soon as | move around the door, you move, 
Tracy. Slide behind the wheel, start that sucker, and back 
the hell away. Will you do that for us, sweetheart?” 

Tracy bit back her terror and inhaled deeply. Her first 
instinct was to refuse. She would be damned if she ran to 
safety while her men stayed in harm’s way. Then she 
swallowed. She needed to trust her men to know what they 
were doing. 

“Okay. Just let me...” She got the handcuffs off the 
handle, but kept her arms high, in case Manny was watching 


her. “Okay. I’m ready.” 

“Good girl. We’ll see you in a bit.” 

Peter stood then raised his hands. “Don’t shoot, Manny. 
Let’s talk.” 

“Aint nothing for us to talk about, asshole.” 

“Now, Tracy!” 

Peter stepped around the door, his gaze centered on the 
trees. Tracy didn’t let herself think. She just did exactly what 
Peter had told her to do. She lowered her cuffed hands, 
biting back the pain that caused, and scooted across the 
seat until she was behind the wheel. She held her breath as 
she reached for the key and turned it. 

The engine turned over once, twice, then roared to life. 

Tracy ducked down, threw the gearshift in reverse, and 
stomped on the gas. 

“Hey, no, what the fuck!” The words, Manny’s words, 
screamed across her ears, fading fast as the car sped in 
reverse, away from them. 

And then, so close together, so loud, two gunshots 
exploded into the air. 


Chapter 20 


Tracy slammed on the brakes, not caring that she hit her 
chin on the steering wheel as she did so. Tears of terror— 
terror for her men—streamed down her face as she 
straightened up and stared through the windshield and tried 
to see what had happened. 

She shoved the shifter into park and threw open the door, 
cursing the metal that held her wrists and made everything 
so difficult. It didn’t even occur to her to drive the car to get 
closer to them. She couldn’t think. She could only react. 

Two men were standing, and a third lay facedown on the 
ground. Jordan stood, legs slightly apart, his rifle trained on 
the downed man. As she ran, she knew the one in the dirt 
was Manny, that her men had the situation under control. 
But she didn’t know if they were both safe and sound and 
unhurt. 

She needed to know that more than she needed her next 
breath. 

“I’ve got him,” she heard Peter say. “After all, I’m the Fed. 
You need to comfort our woman. She’s crying.” 

Tracy hadn’t realized they could hear her sobs. 

“That’s not all you’ve got, boyfriend. Goddamn it, man, 
when are you going to learn to not get yourself shot?” 

The sound of a Jeep approaching at high speed barely 
penetrated. Tracy ran to Peter, Jordan’s words making a 
horrible kind of sense. 

“No, no, no.” She thought she only whispered the words, 
but Peter must have heard her because he turned to face 
her, and the look on his face was a little pained, and a little 
sheepish. 

He reached for her with his left arm, and pulled her into 
him. “It’s ok, sweetheart. It’s just a flesh wound, like before. 
Only it’s my right arm this time.” 


“Just a flesh wound.” Jordan repeated Peter’s words in a 
not-so-gentle mocking tone. “There’s no such thing as just a 
flesh wound, lover, not when it’s your flesh.” 

“I stand corrected,” Peter said. 

Tracy burrowed into Peter for a moment, unable to stop 
the tears now that the danger was over. She’d been so 
terrified, first for herself, and then for her men. All she could 
do was cry. 

“Let’s see what we have, here, then.” 

Tracy blinked. That was Adam’s voice as he crouched 
down beside Manny and felt for a pulse. 

“He’s alive.” He looked over his shoulder. “Matt, call an 
ambulance for Ramirez, here, and the firehouse boys for our 
own wounded.” 

Jordan and Peter had put her between them, and were 
trying to edge the metal of the handcuffs out of the way so 
they could see her wrists. 

“Wounded? Who the hell’s wounded?” Morgan pushed his 
way into their small group. His gaze immediately zeroed in 
on her wrists. “Aw, damn it, sweetheart, look at the mess 
you've made of yourself.” 

Tracy looked at her raw, bleeding wrists for the first time 
and winced from the biting sting of the damage. Until that 
moment, she hadn’t really felt the pain. She hadn’t really 
felt anything since she’d heard those two gunshots. 

Morgan reached into his pocket and pulled out what 
looked like a small pocketknife. When he opened it, she saw 
a long, thin piece of metal protruding up from it. 

“Here, let me,” Morgan said. “I'll be careful.” Morgan 
inserted the pick into the keyhole of one cuff, and in less 
than five seconds it sprang open. He had the other one off 
in the same amount of time. 

“Thanks.” She didn’t get a chance to really examine the 
damage because Jordan held one arm and Peter the other. 

“Neat trick, there, brother,” Adam observed. Then he 
looked up at Peter. “I’m thinking a lifetime’s supply of 


bandages and slings might make a good birthday gift for 
you, G-man.” 

“You're a funny guy, Adam.” 

Tracy laughed despite the tears still flowing down her 
cheeks. In the distance, the sound of sirens screamed, 
growing louder as the emergency vehicles approached. She 
couldn’t examine Peter’s right arm the way she wanted to, 
but she supposed if he was seriously hurt, Adam wouldn't 
have been so glib about it. 

She looked around, more than a little surprised to see the 
fourth man who'd piled out of Morgan’s Jeep was Joe Grant, 
sporting a shoulder holster, and a very serious looking 
handgun. 

“Aren't you supposed to be painting or something?” she 
said to him. 

He grinned, and then put his gun into its holster. “Not 
anymore.” 

“Mr. Grant is apparently with the FBI,” Peter said. “We’ve 
yet to discover exactly why he’s here. But | have a couple of 
questions for him.” Peter’s tone held an edge that made 
Tracy want to shiver. She hoped he never used that tone on 
her. 

Joe gave Peter what she could only call an irreverent 
laugh. “Don’t you worry, Alvarez. Most mysteries will be 
revealed as soon as you and your lady, here, get tended to.” 

Two emergency vehicles sped down the dirt road toward 
them. The first vehicle was an ambulance. Tracy recognized 
the second, the red EMT truck from the Lusty Fire Station. 

“Crap, here come my cousins. There’s no hope now that 
my mother won’t hear about this before | can tell her 
myself.” Tracy tried to reach up and wipe away the last of 
her tears. Bad enough for Warren and Edward to see her 
injured. It would be totally unacceptable for them to see her 
crying, too. 

Jordan released her arm and cupped her face. He used his 
thumbs to wipe her tears. “Sweetheart, you did a hell of a 


thing, first working so hard to free yourself, and then 
handling that car like a pro. Thank you. You distracted 
Ramirez just enough that | was able to get my shot off.” He 
kissed her gently, then stepped back so that Peter could kiss 
her, too. 

“I’m very proud of you, baby. You did good.” Peter eased 
back and smiled at her. 

“I want to go home and get naked with you both.” 

Cough-smothered laughter turned Tracy’s cheeks a bright 
pink. She’d totally forgotten about Adam, Matt, Morgan, and 
Joe Grant standing so close by. 

Jordan led her and Peter a few steps away from the 
others, giving them a bit more privacy. Tracy watched as the 
paramedics, who arrived first, began to work on Manny. 
Despite the fact the man was unconscious, it seemed clear 
the cops intended to keep him under guard every moment. 

“I'll ride with Ramirez to the hospital,” Adam said. “Matt’s 
going to take your statements.” Then he came over and 
gave Tracy a kiss on the cheek. “The G-man’s right, honey. 
You did good.” 

Tracy shook her head. “I got grabbed and nearly got Peter 
and Jordan killed. You men have a very strange definition of 
‘good.’” 

In that moment Tracy had it brought home that even the 
men she loved and respected could be infuriating 
sometimes. They all beamed big smiles at her as if 
humoring her. Their reactions made her want to bare her 
teeth and growl. She closed her eyes and shook her head. 
She was usually a very stable person, emotionally. At the 
moment she felt anything but stable. 

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” The tears started to 
leak again, and she gave up on wiping them. 

“Adrenaline crash,” Jordan said. 

“And perfectly normal,” Peter added. Then he leaned over 
and kissed her again. He lowered his voice. “And trust me. 


We'll be where you want us to be as soon as we can. We just 
have a few things to tend to, first.” 

Warren and Edward Jessop, brothers to each other and 
cousins to Tracy, came over to them, each hauling a large 
Supply case. 

Warren, the older of the two by a year, took after his 
fathers, Jackson and Craig Jessop, in both height and 
temperament. Anyone meeting Edward would have no 
doubt whatsoever he was Anna Jessop’s son, he resembled 
her that much. They were among Tracy’s favorite Jessop 
cousins, even if they sometimes were pains in the butt. 

“Him first.” 

“Her first.” 

Tracy giggled because she and Peter had spoken at the 
same time. 

“I have great news,” Warren said. “For today, and today 
only, we’re running the family special—two EMTs, no 
waiting.” 

“And with every family special, for a limited time only, two 
free passes to the Lusty Clinic, and an on-site, personal 
evaluation by the Doctors Jessop!” Edward grinned as he 
began to examine Tracy’s damaged wrists. 

Tracy met Peter’s gaze. “Did anyone think to warn you 
that the family is teeming with smart-asses?” 

Peter laughed. He looked over at Jordan, then back at her, 
his eyes twinkling. “Sweetheart, no one had to.” 

x OK OK XK 

Peter wished he could give Tracy what she wanted, which 
was what he wanted, too—all of them, at home, naked and 
in bed together. That moment would come, he knew. But 
first, there was a loose end that needed to be tied up. 

They’d given their statements to Matthew while they were 
being patched up by the comedy team of Jessop and Jessop. 
When they were sufficiently bandaged and disinfected, 
Morgan drove them, and Joe Grant, back to the airstrip. 


Henry and Tamara were in the office of Kendall Aviation. 
They came rushing out to see them as soon as Morgan 
pulled up to the building. 

“Again?” Henry’s gaze went to Peter’s right arm, wrapped 
in a large bandage. “Did you ever think that maybe you're 
in the wrong line of work, there, Peter?” 

“What, you think I’d make a better pilot?” Peter knew 
he’d be in for a lot more teasing as the days passed, and 
that was fine with him. He would go with Tracy to the clinic, 
as he promised. But he knew this slight graze wasn’t nearly 
as bad as the last one had been. 

“God, no. If you get your pilot’s license, I’m going to 
ground myself.” Henry followed up that smart-ass comment 
with a light clasp on Peter’s left shoulder. Then he put his 
attention on Tracy, whom Tamara was fussing over. 

“All things considered, we came out of this okay,” Peter 
said. Then he turned to look at Joe Grant. “However, if you 
knew Manny Ramirez was working for Ramos and kept that 
to yourself, I’m going to pound the living hell out of you.” 

“We all will,” Jordan said. 

“Well, maybe not me”—Tracy held up her bandaged wrists 
—“but | sure as hell will cheer them on from the sidelines.” 

Joe Grant held up his hands. “No, | didn’t know about the 
Ramirez kid,” Grant said. “As a matter of fact, / didn’t really 
credit the threat against you, Alvarez. I’m here investigating 
another member of the Justice Department. Because you 
were a part of his latest task force and were suddenly pulled 
out, | was sent to see if you were in league with him, or 
not.” 

“How the heck could you do that, working way the hell 
out here?” Tracy asked. 

But Peter knew. “Did you have the house wired, too?” 

Grant gave him a steely look. “You know the drill. | had 
the house, your cars, and the sheriff’s office as part of my 
surveillance net. Any place you were, | had ears.” 

“Who's under investigation?” 


“I’m not at liberty to say. But | can tell you that we got the 
all clear on you just this morning. The agent he was using— 
without that agent’s knowledge, by the way—became 
suspicious of his behavior and contacted a close personal 
friend he has at the Bureau. He confirmed that Ramos was, 
indeed, anticipating your imminent death.” 

“You have someone undercover in Ramos’s organization?” 

“Though we didn’t know that until this morning, yes, 
apparently, we do.” 

Grant’s expression turned apologetic, and Peter knew he 
wasn’t going to like what the man said next. 

“Alvarez, because of this internal problem, we can’t let 
anyone from the task force move on Ramos. The task force 
is tainted, and if any of you were on the team sent to get 
him, he’d likely be able to get the charges tossed. My boss 
is setting up an ops right now. Ramos has a house just 
outside of El Paso. We have eyes on him, and he’s still there, 
likely waiting to hear from Ramirez. We'll take him before 
dusk tonight.” 

Peter had wanted, very badly, to be the one to nail Miguel 
Ramos. He’d envisioned slapping the cuffs on the bastard 
himself. Damn it. He exhaled deeply. Everything Grant had 
just said was true. If Peter was a part of the team moving on 
the man, Ramos likely could get any ensuing charges 
tossed. So he said, “I worked on following the money from 
the sheriff's office. I've documented everything. | had him, 
by the way. You’ll want that evidence.” 

“Yes, we will. l'II be in touch. We don’t need what you 
have for the warrant, but we’ll certainly need it for the 
conviction.” 

“Im sure once he’s on the road to recovery, Manny 
Ramirez could be convinced to testify against him, too.” 

“Here’s hoping. That would be sweet, nailing that bastard 
Ramos on conspiracy to assassinate a federal agent.” 

Peter grinned. “That’s an even better charge than drug 
trafficking or tax evasion.” 


“Anyway,” Grant continued, “once we nab Ramos, we'll be 
making another arrest. I’m sure you'll hear about it later— 
likely on the evening news.” 

Peter had a pretty good idea who the FBI would be 
arresting. He couldn’t ask Grant for confirmation, of course, 
because that would put the agent in an untenable position. 
So he just smiled and said, “l'Il look forward to it. | never did 
like the bastard.” 

If Grant was surprised that he’d guessed, the man didn’t 
let on. He simply said, “You show superior taste in human 
beings.” 

“Thank you. Now, | want you to pull the bugs from my 
house, first.” 

Grant looked from Peter to Jordan, and then over at Tracy. 
Their woman, God bless her, gave Grant as hard a stare as 
he’d ever seen from her. 

“My partner is actually doing that right now. Since you’ve 
been cleared, and there was no incriminating evidence 
gathered through the electronic surveillance, those 
recordings have already been destroyed.” 

“Good.” 

Grant shook hands all around and then headed for his car. 

Peter sighed and looked over at Tracy and Jordan. His 
lovers came over and flanked him, and wasn’t that a 
wonderful feeling? To them he said, “Let’s go home.” He 
thought it was probably the best idea he’d had all day. 

“That sounds like a wonderful idea,” Tracy said. 

“Of course, sweetheart”—Jordan ran a hand down his 
back— “just as soon as we stop at the clinic, first. You and 
our woman have that free coupon, remember? And once the 
uncles give you the okeydokey, then we'll go home.” 

“Do we have to?” Peter didn’t really mind, but thought he 
Should throw out a token protest, anyway. Inside, he was 
more pleased than he could say. Jordan’s open affection, in 
front of members of his family, was a huge step forward for 
his very shy and retiring lover. 


“And while we’re there, we'll see if the good Doctors 
Jessop would consent to asking the Town Trust to designate 
one of the exam rooms as your personal exam room.” 

“Why would you want to do that?” Peter asked him. 

“Well, the way I see it, if you’re going to insist on having 
these little ‘dustups’ from time to time, it’s the least a 
grateful town can do for one of its own.” 

The tone of the words pleased Peter. But more, the look of 
love and confidence, and the lack of fear in Jordan’s eyes 
filled his heart with joy. 

“Are you always going to be this nitpicky?” Peter asked 
him. 

Jordan looked over at his brothers, and then he looked at 
Tracy. Finally he met Peter’s gaze. “Only for the next fifty or 
sixty years. Because, darling, that’s not nitpicky, that’s 
taking care of my own, and that’s what Kendalls do.” 

“Fifty or sixty years, huh? Well, I’m in. What do you say to 
that, Tracy?” Peter never imagined this moment would be 
such a public one, or that it could possibly happen so soon. 
But he wasn’t going to complain, not one bit. 

Tracy grinned. “I can’t think of a better way to spend the 
rest of my life than in love under two strong men.” 

“Neither can |,” Peter said. “Let’s get started.” 


Chapter 21 


Tracy wanted their hands on her. 

She’d envisioned this day off and on for most of her life, 
the day the men she loved asked her to marry them. In her 
imagination there’d been a whole lot of naked celebration 
after they popped the question. 

A slight pall made Tracy frown. All right, so they haven’t 
exactly asked me. She thought back to Grandma Kate’s 
advice at Penelope’s shower. The woman generally 
considered by Benedicts, Kendalls, and Jessops alike to be 
the matriarch of the families had given her very sound 
advice that day. Advice that she’d followed, and wasn’t that 
a blessing? 

Tracy doubted very much she’d be where she was right 
now if she hadn’t taken bold and decisive action. 

Sometimes a woman has to just risk it all for that one 
chance to grab her heart’s desire. 

She and Peter had both gotten a clean bill of health from 
Uncle James. He’d cautioned her to avoid getting her wrists 
wet for a few days, which meant she was off work until the 
damage had healed some. 

Tracy snickered now as she recalled her uncle’s advice to 
Peter. 

“How exactly does one take ‘reflex conditioning’ 
training?” she asked as they got out of Jordan’s car. They 
were home, and she, for one, was very glad to be there. 

“I have no idea. The better question is, where can | get 
some smart-ass response training? It would be nice to have 
a few return zingers on hand for when | need them.” 

“True smart-asses don’t rely on a storehouse of canned 
one-liners.” Jordan announced. 

“That’s right,” Tracy agreed. “A true smart-ass comes up 
with them on the spot, and under pressure, and they are 
golden.” 


“Indeed,” Jordan said. “So don’t worry about it, Peter. 
Besides, you know what they say.” 

“No, what do they say?” Peter asked. 

“For every two smart-asses there should be one straight 
man,” Tracy said. 

“Well damn, that sure as hell lets me out.” 

Peter delivered that quip with a good poker face. Tracy 
laughed so hard she nearly cried. 

“There’s hope for you after all,” Jordan said. “This is a 
proud moment for us all.” 

“It’s a good moment,” Peter said. “Because we're here, 
the three of us, together, and safe and sound.” 

“Its an important moment,” Tracy said. “The most 
important moment.” She smiled because, by damn, she 
discovered she had one bold move left in her after all. 
“Because in this moment | know that | love you both, and | 
know in my heart there will never be anyone else for me. 
Because in this moment | know that | want to marry you 
both and be with you both for the rest of my life. So, will 
you? Will you pledge yourselves to me, and to each other, 
forever?” 

“But what about your dream of training to become a 
world-class pastry chef?” Jordan asked. 

The question came so quickly that Tracy knew he hadn't 
asked for a commitment because he’d still believed that 
was her dream. 

“That has never been my dream,” Tracy said. Perhaps 
they saw something in her eyes because Peter took her left 
hand, and Jordan picked up her right. 

Both men brought her hands up at the same time and 
kissed them, and the kisses felt reverent. 

“It would seem I’ve made the same mistake a second 
time, so let me fix it right now,” Jordan said. “Tracy, what’s 
your dream?” 

“My dream is to marry you, and Peter, and to have your 
babies. For us to live together, love together, and raise our 


children together, right here in Lusty, Texas. That has 
always been my dream.” 

“Then | say yes. Yes, l'Il pledge myself to you both, and 
consider myself the luckiest man in the world. | love you 
both, more than | ever thought | could love.” Jordan looked 
at Peter. “Well?” 

“Yes.” Peter exhaled on a laugh. “God, yes. I’ve wanted 
you both, wanted this, since | met you. | love you, Jordan. | 
love you, Tracy. You’re both it for me.” 

Tracy reached for her men, heedless of the discomfort of 
her wrists. “Please. Let’s make it now. | so very much want 
you both inside me at the same time. Let’s truly become 
one flesh.” 

“Yes,” Jordan said. “Let’s.” 

x OK OK XK 

They took the time to make it special, even when they 
were all shaking with need. With the balcony door open, a 
fresh, nearly spring breeze danced into the room, flirted 
with the candles Jordan had lit, and pulsed to the beat of the 
Slow jazz Peter had put on the sound system. 

Here was the heart of her home, this bedroom where they 
loved each other in the most perfect and equal way 
imaginable. 

She and Jordan undressed Peter, together. She kissed the 
bandage over his arm, being as careful of him as she could. 
Jordan eased the shirt off him in just as delicate a manner. 
As recently as a few hours before, such terror had shot 
through her, terror that one or both of her men would be 
taken from her. Now they were all here, together, safe. 

“I’m not fragile, my loves,” Peter said. 

“Fragile? No, you’re not that,” Jordan agreed. 

“But you are precious.” Tracy looked from Peter to Jordan. 
“You are both so very precious to me. And when | think what 
might have been...” It was a thought she couldn’t finish 
because it was simply too horrible. 


“Then we're all in the same place, baby.” Peter leaned 
over and kissed her. “When Ramirez called, when | knew 
you were in danger, my world damn near shattered.” 

“Fucking right.” Jordan cupped her face and kissed her. 
“That was the worst half hour of my life. You’re precious to 
the both of us, too, Tracy. Never, ever doubt it.” 

Tracy didn’t care if she begged. Pride would never stand 
between her and her men. “Then show me. Be with me. Be 
inme. | need you both so much.” 

They were careful of her, and removed her clothes gently, 
until she stood naked with her lovers. 

Hunger for them grew in her, and she touched and 
stroked and tasted. They stood close, so close, not a triangle 
but a circle of love and desire, of hearts and souls and flesh 
that yearned for flesh. 

She used her mouth to kiss chests, one, then the other, 
their salty musk becoming hers, their heat and the 
throbbing of their pulse, hers. She licked Jordan’s nipples 
and bit lightly, and he groaned with pleasure. His fingers 
combed through her hair, and his hand cupped her head as 
he held her to him and kissed Peter. 

She wound one arm around Peter’s waist and nuzzled his 
chest, sampling his taste, drinking him in, then tilted her 
head to kiss him. She could taste them both in this one 
sampling, for Jordan’s flavor clung to Peter’s lips. 

Their hands stroked her body. Their fingers pinched her 
nipples and caressed back and forth over her slit until she 
felt her juices gather. They stroked her until she clenched 
her inner muscles in response to the arousal that spiraled 
upwards, sharp and sweet, within her. 

Jordan pulled her into his arms and kissed her. His mouth 
opened over hers, and she tasted the strength of his desire 
for her. His tongue swept her mouth, to tease and tangle 
with her own. She pressed closer to him, rubbing her 
breasts against his finely muscled chest. She loved the 


sensation of his flesh against hers, the hairs over his pecs 
seducing her nipples to a hardness of need. 

Jordan weaned his lips from hers and cupped her face. “l 
love you, Tracy. | thought to deny myself my heart’s desire. 
But no more. I’m taking you. I’m keeping you.” He looked 
over at the bed, where Peter lay, supine, waiting. “I’m 
keeping you both.” 

“Come here, sweet Tracy. Come and take me into your 
incredibly luscious body. | need to feel your hot cunt 
surround my cock.” 

She thought to crawl up the bed to him, but Jordan lifted 
her, carried her, and set her down on their lover—giving her 
to him in a very real way. She knew he did it to protect her 
injured self, and she made a sound to let him know she 
appreciated his care of her—even as she acknowledged to 
herself that she would never let anything as inconsequential 
as an injury keep her from loving her men. 

Tracy straddled Peter, and took his latex-covered cock 
into her body. She closed her eyes and hummed with 
pleasure as she felt his hot flesh go deep inside her. Jordan 
stood beside them, and she felt his heat close, so very close 
to her. When he stroked her back, she shivered in pleasure. 

“God, the look on your face when I’m inside you...just the 
look of you makes me hot,” Peter said. 

Tracy opened her eyes, her smile unstoppable as she 
looked down at Peter. His left hand caressed her breasts, his 
fingers pulled at her nipples. 

“Come here, sweetheart. Lay down on me and offer that 
delicious ass of yours to our lover.” 

He wouldn’t let her put any weight on her arms, instead 
easing her down onto his chest, using both hands, taking 
her weight even onto his own injured limb. When she made 
a sound of protest, he said, “Shh, honey. It’s what Kendalls 
do, and since I’m going to be one, soon...” 

Tracy laid her head on Peter’s chest, facing Jordan and so 
she caught his reaction to Peter’s words. The look of joy on 


that man’s face warmed her inside and out. 

“Come, lover,” Peter said. “Come join us. Come be one 
with us.” 

“Yes,” Jordan said. “Oh, yes, we will be one flesh.” 

Tracy watched as Jordan prepared himself, and couldn’t 
resist the urge to reach out, fist his latex-covered erection. 
He let her hold him and stroke him, thrusting into her hand. 

Then he eased her fingers off him, kissed her hand, and 
mounted the bed behind her. 

The slide of silky gel over her anus made her clutch her 
inner muscles and thrust her bottom toward Jordan and the 
delicious sensations he delivered. He inserted one finger 
into her anus, moving it in and out, moving it around ina 
circle, stretching her, as he always did. One finger was 
joined by another, and the slight burning heightened her 
arousal and made her hungry for more. She moaned, and 
pushed back, taking those fingers deeper. 

He slid his fingers out of her, leaving her feeling bereft. 
That sensation didn’t last long. 

“I'll be careful, sweetheart.” 

She trusted him, trusted both of her lovers, to be careful 
with her, always. She felt no trepidation, only longing. 
“Please, Jordan. Fuck me. Fuck my ass.” 

“Tracy. God, woman, you enflame me.” He moved closer, 
and she felt the brush of his thighs against her as he came 
over her. And then she felt the press of his cock head 
against her opening. 

She loved this, loved the press and the stretch. She loved 
the heat of his cock as it demanded entrance into her body, 
as he demanded her complete surrender to his possession. 

“Let it go, baby,” Peter urged. His hands caressed up and 
down her back, and the gentleness of his strokes helped her 
to relax her hips, to lie even more solidly against him and let 
her legs release their tension. 

“Yeah, just like that.” Jordan’s hands grasped her ass, and 
he spread her cheeks slightly as he pushed forward. His 


body tented hers, and she felt his restraint, felt the quiver of 
his control as his cock breached the outer ring of muscle, 
and his cockhead entered her. The burning hung there, a 
solid presence, not unpleasant but a hot, erotic pain that 
promised greater delights. 

“Mm, you just got even tighter, baby,” Peter crooned. And 
then, “Jordan, you have bliss on your face, my love.” 

“I have bliss on the end of my cock. Tracy? Sweetheart, 
are you—” 

“More. Oh, please, | need more.” Nothing mattered but 
that she receive that promise, that prize. 

“Then take more, Tracy. Take me.” 

She didn’t understand at first, but then she knew. With 
tiny little movements she pressed back, and with each 
undulation, she felt Jordan’s cock slide just a bit deeper, 
enter her just a bit more completely. Then she moved down, 
and felt the nudge of Peter’s cock against her cervix, 
another twinge of pain that fed the flames of her passion. 

She wanted, needed, these men to be in control. She 
wanted, needed, their mastery. From some primitive place 
deep in her soul she wanted to receive them, all they were, 
all they would give. 

“Please... can’t...fuck me. Oh, God, both of you, fuck 
me.” 

“Take me, then, like this.” Jordan’s words sounded as if 
they came through gritted teeth. He pressed in harder then 
sank into her completely. 

“My God, Jordan, | can actually fee/ your cock inside her,” 
Peter said. “It’s like I’m fucking you both at the same time.” 

“God, yes, | feel you, too,” Jordan said. “Heaven. This is 
heaven.” 

Tracy mewed, her arousal so high, her completion so 
close, she could only beg, and strive, for more. She felt 
impossibly full, yet that stretching didn’t only bite, it 
tantalized, it seduced, and it begged. Take more. Get more. 
Feel more. 


She pressed back and up, forward and down, and 
clenched her inner muscles, using her body to caress their 
cocks. 

“Oh God.” Jordan pulled out, and then pushed into her 
again. Then he did it again, beginning a fucking motion that 
stroked the inside of her ass, a motion that she felt on all of 
her erogenous zones at the same time. 

Tracy panted as her orgasm enticed her, hovering just out 
of reach. Beneath her, Peter thrust up into her, a perfect 
counterpoint to Jordan’s fucking of her ass. She pushed, and 
pressed, and squeezed her pelvic floor muscles, trying to 
draw her climax to her. 

Then Jordan reached around her, to where Peter’s cock 
entered her, and found her clit. 

“Come for us, baby. Come now.” 

“Oh God, yes!” Tracy groaned, one loud, long sound that 
worked up into a scream as the eruption of Eros rolled 
through and up and out of her. She came hard and fast, a 
tidal wave of rapture that swamped her, uncontrollable, 
unstoppable. The pleasure and the bliss convulsed through 
her, in her, so enormous and so good. She heard the 
masculine shouts, the curses, and the hard press of cocks 
inside her, no longer thrusting, just throbbing, as they 
released their seed into her. 

The thrilling flood of orgasm became tiny aftershocks as 
Tracy fought for breath. Jordan’s body rested on hers, and 
the sound of heavy breathing overwhelmed the jazz. Tracy 
thought it was a much sweeter music. 

“Nothing has ever been like that.” Jordan moved and 
kissed her shoulder. “Are you all right, Tracy?” 

“Wow.” It was the only word she could manage, and the 
only one that fit. Beneath her, Peter’s heart galloped like a 
wild stallion. The image made her smile. 

“Is that smug | feel you doing on my chest, there, 
Blondie?” Peter asked. 

Tracy said only, “Wow.” 


“Easy, sweetheart.” Jordan straightened then gently 
withdrew from her. “Can you move, Tracy?” 

“Maybe in a week.” She didn’t care that they chuckled. 
She felt sated. She felt replete. Hell, she felt like she could 
stay just where she was forever. 

“Here.” Jordan lifted her off Peter, easing her down onto 
the bed until she lay beside him. She heard footsteps, the 
padding of bare feet on tile, and knew Jordan had gone into 
the bathroom, likely to dispose of the condom. Water ran, 
and when he returned a few moments later and softly 
cleaned the gel from her, she didn’t even cringe. 

Peter rolled off the bed as Jordan crawled onto it. He 
turned her from her stomach to her back, and then 
continued to maneuver her until she lay snuggled against 
his chest. 

Peter returned, claiming his usual spot on the left side of 
the bed, snuggling in close, spooning her. 

“I love you both so much,” Tracy said. 

“I love you.” Jordan placed a kiss on the top of her head. 
“Thank God you came to us wearing nothing but a coat and 
a smile.” 

Tracy grinned thinking of that day. “I was bold.” 

“You were,” Peter said. “Have you always been so bold, 
my love, or were you saving it up just for us?” 

“Saving it up? | didn’t even know | had that in me.” 

“Do | want to know where you got the idea?” Jordan 
sounded as if he was fighting his laughter. 

Tracy thought back to the shower, to Grandma Kate’s 
advice, and Sarah’s journal. While she believed in sharing 
almost everything with the men she loved, she wondered if 
there weren’t some things better left unsaid. 

“Let’s just say that | knew if | wanted my heart’s desire— 
to experience love under two strong men—then | needed to 
make it happen.” 

“I’m going to spend the rest of my life making sure 
neither of you ever regrets your decisions,” Jordan said. And 


then, “I think Alvarez-Kendall has a nice ring to it.” 

“Mm, it does,” Tracy agreed. 

“That’s unanimous,” Peter said. He kissed Tracy’s cheek, 
then leaned over her to give Jordan a light kiss, too. “I’m 
going to love devoting myself to taking care of you both.” 

“We'll all take care of each other,” Tracy said. And she 
knew that none of them would have it any other way. 


Chapter 22 


“Oh, no you don’t, young lady. You’re the guest of honor 
here tonight. You should be out there strutting your stuff, 
not in here trying to stuff your struts.” 

Ginny’s admonition took Tracy completely by surprise. 
Was that shy, quiet Ginny Rose who’d swooped in, teased, 
and grabbed my hands away from pulling more pastries out 
of the fridge? 

Why, yes, it was. 

““Stuff my struts?’” Laughing, Tracy turned to look at the 
other two women in the kitchen. Michelle Parker giggled. 
Kelsey Benedict just grinned, and shrugged and held up her 
hands. “Ginny has a point, Tracy. You are the guest of honor, 
tonight.” 

Tracy fell even deeper into shock when Ginny then gently, 
but firmly, pushed her out of the kitchen and into the dining 
room of Lusty Appetites. 

As soon as the door swung shut behind them, Tracy 
nearly plowed into Lusty’s Sheriff, her future brother-in-law. 
Adam Kendall had likely been hanging by the door to the 
kitchen just waiting for Ginny to appear. 

“Adam, you need to deliver your future sister-in-law to her 
men,” Ginny said and gave Tracy just a bit more of a nudge 
toward Adam. “And ask them to please keep her out of the 
kitchen—at least for this one night!” 

Adam’s eyes rounded slightly, likely, Tracy thought, in 
response to Ginny’s laughing tone and the fact that she’d 
sought him out and called him by his first name without 
even being prompted to. 

“Yes, ma'am, Ms. Ginny. l'Il see to that little thing right 
away.” 

Ginny gave Tracy a decisive nod and a grin, and then 
went right back into the kitchen, door swinging behind her. 


Tracy stared at Adam who stared right back at her. Then, 
very slowly, he smiled. 

“She called me by name straight off,” he said. 

“| did notice that.” Tracy stretched up and kissed him on 
the cheek, then went around him so she could do what 
Ginny had asked—go back to her men. 

When she turned to look at him again, just before she sat 
down, Adam was still smiling, and still looking in the 
direction Ginny had gone. Then Benny Rose came over to 
him, and leaned against his leg. Adam looked down at the 
little boy. His smile softened as he placed a hand on Benny’s 
head. The two talked for a moment, and then Adam turned 
and walked over toward the table he’d been sharing with his 
broker Jake, Benny’s hand tucked in his. 

“That was a very short trip to the kitchen, love.” Jordan 
ran his hand lightly down her arm, took her hand, and 
brought it to his lips. 

Tracy could have sworn her skin tingled from his kiss. 

Peter took her other hand, and she immediately felt 
complete. Giving both her men points for not laughing out 
loud, she said, “What can | say? Having just returned to 
work this week, I’m still a little antsy. And | am used to 
serving at these parties.” 

Peter leaned forward. “Tell you what, Blondie. If you feel 
the lack too badly, then when we get home, we'll let you 
serve...US.” 

Tracy felt her nipples tighten and had to flex her inner 
muscles to stop herself from soaking her panties. “That’s a 
deal.” 

Tracy’s wrists had taken nearly two weeks to heal to the 
point where her uncle, Dr. James Jessop, gave her the all 
clear to return to her position as sous-chef—a job that 
required not just a lot of hand and wrist washing, but some 
good strong lifting, as well. 

Of course, she couldn’t say she’d been bored during the 
time off, since Peter had also been on medical leave, and 


Jordan had spent most of those days at home with them, 
too. 

Tracy blushed when she considered that today would 
qualify as the first day in a long while that she’d spent more 
time dressed than naked. 

Ginny came out of the kitchen, pushing a cart that held 
several trays of food. One by one she set the trays out on 
the buffet counter. Kelsey followed, giving her a hand, and 
then they both stood back to inspect their work. Nodding, 
obviously satisfied, Kelsey then headed over to the table 
where her husbands were sitting with their cousins, the 
newly-returned-to-Lusty Benedict triplets. Ginny seemed to 
realize that she should do the same—join the party. Clearly 
reluctant, but unable to do anything else, she went over and 
sat beside her son, which meant sitting with Adam and Jake 
Kendall. Both men looked pleased as hell with that. 

Tracy stifled a laugh and duly noted she wasn’t the only 
one doing so. 

Julia Benedict arrived, wearing a power suit and with her 
brown hair caught up in a chignon. She shot her triplet 
brothers a narrow-eyed glare when they called out a 
singsong greeting to her, and came straight over to Tracy. 

It felt so good to be able to celebrate this very happy 
occasion with her best friend. She’d really missed Julia. The 
three years she’d been in New York had seemed 
interminable. 

“Sorry, my meeting ran late,” Julia said. 

“I’m just glad you’re here.” Tracy stood and hugged her. 

“lam so happy for you, girlfriend. | know I’ve already said 
that more than a few times in the last couple of weeks, but 
since tonight is your engagement party, I'll say it again. | 
am so very happy for you.” Then Julia looked at Jordan and 
wagged her finger at him. “Tracy is my best friend in the 
whole world, and if you don’t treat her right, you’ll answer to 
me, buster.” 


“Whoa there, Jules.” Jordan got to his feet, laughing, and 
snagged her into a hug. “You know I’m going to take good 
care of my woman. It’s what Kendalls do.” 

Julia’s look softened. “Yeah, | know, Jordan.” Then she 
looked at Peter. “As for you, Mister G-man, I’ve decided you 
might almost be good enough for my girl, here. However, 
there’s just this one teeny tiny bad habit you have—getting 
shot.” Julia, being a member in good standing of the smart- 
ass club of Lusty, said that with the most somber of 
expressions on her face. 

“Not my fault at all. It’s my magnetic personality. It draws 
all those bullets my way.” Peter’s comeback could use some 
work, but Tracy thought he was improving. 

“You'll sit with us for a while?” Tracy asked her. 

“Of course | will. That saves me from having to go over 
there.” She used her head to indicate the table her brothers 
were sharing with Kelsey, Matt, and Steven. 

Tracy wanted to ask her why she continued to give her 
brothers the cold shoulder. Then she recalled how, at 
Tamara’s engagement party a month or so back, Kevin had 
asked Grandma Kate to find a couple of husbands for Julia, 
saying his sister had too much time on her hands. 

Oh, my. She hadn't heard any rumors of Kate doing just 
that, but then neither had she noticed any enmity between 
her best friend and her grandmother. In fact, Julia seemed to 
be spending a lot of time with the older woman. Kate and 
Julia had always been close. 

A mystery to be solved later. Likely, Tracy thought, over a 
bottle or two of wine. 

Music played in the background, the same country music 
station Tracy was used to listening to here at the restaurant 
every day. Conversation rose and fell, laughter thrived, and 
Tracy took a moment to soak in the atmosphere. 

During every one of the parties Kelsey had hosted in 
recent months, there’d been a tiny part of her that had 


longed to be able to sit right here, to be the woman whose 
happy future was being celebrated by family and friends. 

She turned to her right and kissed Jordan, a light, flirty 
kiss. Then, of course, she turned to the left and tasted Peter, 
too. 

“Nice,” Jordan said. “Did we do anything to deserve that?” 

Since he’d asked so quietly, and since Peter leaned in just 
a bit closer, she gave them what she hoped was a very 
sexy, Satisfied smile, and said, “Oh, yeah.” 

“Keep flirting like that, Blondie, and you’re going to get 
nailed as soon as we get home.” 

“God, | certainly hope so.” 

Kelsey always rearranged the seating in the dining room 
for the engagement parties, placing one of the family-sized 
round tables in the center of the room, so the celebrants 
could hold court. Tracy never appreciated before just how 
this particular vantage point would allow her to keep an eye 
on the door. 

Jordan’s parents arrived, and Samantha wasted no time 
pulling Tracy into a huge hug. “Two daughters, now,” she 
said, with a sly look at her three husbands. “Finally, the 
odds are swinging in my favor.” 

Charles, Preston, and Taylor each gave Tracy a big hug 
and a smacking kiss. And then, warming her heart, all four 
of the senior Kendalls also hugged Peter. 

“I’m happy to finally be getting daughters,” Samantha 
said, “but I’m also very pleased to have another son!” 

“And I’m more than pleased to have another mother, 
especially one as beautiful as you are,” Peter said. 

“Didn't | say it? Ever since he first showed up in town, 
he’s been sweet-talking his way into Mother’s good graces!” 
Morgan’s aggrieved tone rang out as he, Henry, and Tamara 
walked in. They made their way over to offer hugs, 
handshakes, and the patented male-on-male, hefty 
backslaps that Tracy never understood. That has to hurt. 
Why do they do it? 


Peter grinned at Morgan, a very superior-looking grin. “l 
bet | could make her love me more than she loves you,” he 
teased right back. 

Samantha laughed, clearly used to the rough-and-tumble 
teasing between her boys. Peter still had her hand. “Since 
you're the magistrate, do we see you about making our 
chosen name legal?” 

Samantha smiled. “No, but it’s a matter very easily done 
in Texas. Your fathers will help.” She beamed at them then 
looked over at Morgan. “I think Alvarez-Kendall is a 
wonderful name, myself.” 

Tracy’S parents arrived right after the Kendalls. Her 
mother gave her a huge hug then repeated the gesture with 
Peter. When she got to Jordan, she said, “I’ve always known 
it would be you or no one for my girl.” 

“I wish I’d been as confident of that myself,” Jordan said. 
“Is Terrence coming tonight?” 

Tracy grinned. Jordan had joked earlier that he hadn’t 
seen her brother since before they got together, and he 
wondered, aloud, if his old friend was going to pound the 
crap out of him for messing with his sister. 

“No. But he’ll be home next weekend,” Heather Jessop 
said. “We’ll be having a huge family dinner, and of course, 
the three of you will be there. We’ll have smoked ham.” 

“We wouldn’t miss it.” He lowered his voice, then, and to 
Peter he said, “Heather makes the best smoked ham I’ve 
ever tasted.” Of course, then he had to look around to 
ensure his own mother hadn’t heard that. 

Gareth put his arm around his wife. “I didn’t marry her for 
her cooking, but it’s been a wonderful fringe benefit all 
these years.” Then he kissed Tracy’s cheek. “Speaking of 
which, young lady, just because you’re getting married to 
these fine young men doesn’t mean you can neglect your 
father’s need for cream puffs.” 

“Of course not, Dad.” Tracy laughed. “Every time | make 
some for them, l'Il put a few aside for you.” 


“There’s a good girl.” 

The Jessops moved on to hug Julia, with Heather giving 
her a bit of grief for not coming by for coffee since she’d 
returned from New York. Then they proceeded to make the 
rounds, greeting family and friends. Tracy thought it likely 
they’d end up sitting with Jordan’s parents. 

“What a great way to get to see almost everyone,” Julia 
said. “I’ve been back nearly a month, but I’ve been so busy | 
haven’t had time to get around like I’ve wanted to.” 

“These parties are a relatively recent tradition,” Tracy 
said. “One that began just after Kelsey and Matt and Steven 
got together.” 

Julia looked around at the room that had been filling, 
steadily, with family. “I’m going to go get some sweet tea. 
Anyone else want some?” 

Tracy raised her hand and smiled, but neither of her men 
wanted any. 

She let her own gaze wander around the gathering, 
smiling and waving, catching bits of conversation, while the 
music and the laughter continued to fill every bit of space in 
the room. She could never recall a time when she hadn’t 
been surrounded by a lot of loving family. She thought she 
caught a passing look of sadness on Peter’s face. Reaching 
for his hand, she was so very pleased when he threaded his 
fingers through hers. “I’m sorry your parents couldn’t come 
for tonight,” she said softly. 

Peter shrugged. “I didn’t really expect them to. It was 
rather short notice, and they’re somewhat more reserved 
than the folks here.” He leaned over and kissed her cheek. 
“But they’re good people. | don’t want you or Jordan to think 
otherwise. They don’t really understand me, or the choices 
I’ve made in my life. But they do want me to be happy, and 
that’s really the most important thing.” 

“Yes, it is,” Jordan said. “Sweetheart, we’ll make plans to 
go and see them soon,” Jordan said. “I’m looking forward to 
meeting them.” 


The door from the street opened. Peter’s smile faded, and 
he slowly got to his feet. Tracy turned her head to see why. 
She raised one eyebrow when she realized that Joe Grant 
had just walked through the door. She rose and leaned into 
to Peter. “Did you invite him?” 

“Hell, no.” 

Jordan also stood and inched subtly closer to them both. 
“What the hell does that asshole want?” he asked. 

Tracy understood Jordan’s animosity. Despite the 
assurances Special Agent Joseph Grant had given them two 
weeks before, Miguel Ramos was still at large. 

As far as she and Jordan were concerned, the man had 
failed in his duty, an intolerable reality. They wouldn’t be 
able to completely relax until the drug lord had been 
caught. 

Peter must have sensed the protection vibes coming from 
both her and Jordan. 

“It’s all right, my loves. We are supposed to be on the 
Same team, he and |. Don’t forget that he was on the ball 
enough that day to realize Tracy was in trouble, and alert 
Morgan. As well, he wasn’t involved in that raid down in El 
Paso. Sometimes, busts go wrong. It’s just the way it is. ” 

“| suppose,” Jordan said. 

“How did he even know to come here tonight?” Tracy 
wondered out loud. 

“He’s FBI,” Peter said, as if that explained everything. 

The day after Peter and Jordan had stopped Manny 
Ramirez, the newswires had carried the story of the arrest of 
US Attorney Templeton Marsh on several charges including 
conspiracy to assassinate a federal law enforcement officer. 

That had been the good news. Unfortunately, Peter’s boss 
had called later that day with the news that the FBI had 
failed to arrest Miguel Ramos. Apparently, the man had fled 
El Paso, and was currently hiding somewhere in Mexico. 

Tracy didn’t imagine that Peter would be very happy to 
see Joe Grant, all things considered. 


“VIL go see and what he wants,” Peter said. 

“No, love. Let him come to you. Home-field advantage.” 
Jordan reached around Tracy and ran a hand down Peter’s 
back. Tracy took Peter’s hand in hers. 

Grant came over to them, his gaze going from Tracy to 
Jordan, then settling on Peter. 

“I take it there’s some sort of party going on here tonight. 
Sorry, | didn’t mean to intrude. | stopped by your house, and 
when I saw no one was home, | decided to drive into town 
and see if the restaurant was open.” 

“This is a party,” Peter said. “A private one.” 

Joe Grant looked around then offered Peter his hand. Peter 
didn’t hesitate to shake it. “It’s good to see you, especially 
without the sling. l'Il leave you to your party. l'Il touch base 
with you in a week or so. Perhaps you have some insights 
into our elusive quarry?” His smile faded, just a bit. “I don’t 
like the way that all came out, and I'd like to see what we 
can do about it setting things to rights.” 

“I'd be glad to meet with you in a week or so,” Peter said. 
“But tonight isn’t for cop talk. It’s for family.” 

Joe Grant nodded slowly. “Of course. | understand.” 

“And for guests,” Peter added after a moment. “Maybe 
you'd like to stay for a while? The food’s free, and you know 
Jordan’s brothers Morgan and Henry, and their fiancée 
Tamara.” 

Grant’s gaze followed someone moving on the other side 
of the room. Tracy tilted her head just enough to see it was 
Michelle Parker who’d caught his eye. Then he turned his 
attention back to Peter. “I’d like that, thank you. | didn’t 
spend a lot of time here, but what can | say? You have to 
like a town named ‘Lusty.’” 

Peter grinned. “Well, | certainly do.” 

Henry had obviously noticed the newcomer and sidled his 
way over to their table. He greeted Joe Grant like an old 
friend and invited the man to come and sit with him and 
Morgan and Tamara, and to meet some more of the family. 


“That was very well done, Peter.” 

Tracy turned at the sound of that sweet, almost melodious 
voice. “Grandma Kate! | didn’t see you arrive!” 

“You were busy watching over one of your men,” Kate 
Benedict said. “Perfectly understandable.” 

“Grandma Kate.” Peter bent down so he could kiss her 
cheek. “You're looking very lovely this evening.” 

Kate laughed. “You are a smooth one. | thought that the 
very first time | met you.” She tilted her head to the side, 
and it seemed to Tracy that her grin turned a bit sly. “l 
understand you’ve been manfully enduring some pretty 
relentless teasing in the last couple of weeks.” 

“Oh? | hadn’t really noticed anything out of the ordinary,” 
Peter said. 

“Yes, a smooth one, all right,” Kate said. 

“Kate.” Jordan reached for her and gave her a big hug. 
When he released her, he took her hands in his and kissed 
them. “She hasn’t said how, but | have a feeling you may 
have had something to do with Tracy’s...um...confronting us. 
So thank you.” 

Kate laughed, and it seemed to Tracy as if the entire room 
full of Benedicts, Kendalls, and Jessops turned toward that 
joyful sound. “Oh, you young people. You're all so certain 
l'm up to something when nothing could be further from the 
truth.” She made her way over to Julia who'd just returned 
with the drinks, kissed her cheek, and then sat down next to 
her. 

“I just love these parties,” Grandma Kate said. “So very 
many of my children and grandchildren gathered together in 
one place, at one time. How clever of our Kelsey to think of 
having them here.” 

Although the evening’s refreshments had been set up as 
a buffet, and everyone was encouraged to help themselves, 
there were exceptions to that rule. Before Tracy could offer, 
Ginny Rose came over. 

“What can | get for you, Mrs....| mean, Grandma Kate?” 


Tracy smiled, because Ginny had caught herself just in 
time. 

“Oh, just some sweet tea, Ginny, thank you, dear. 
Where’s that handsome young lad of yours tonight?” 

Ginny’s smile softened. “Poor little man. Benny got his 
booster shot earlier today, and has been feeling a little 
cranky ever since. But he was so excited about the party 
tonight.” Then she looked over at the table where Adam and 
Jake Kendall were seated with Alex and Joshua Benedict and 
their fiancée, Penelope. Curled up on Adam's lap, Benny 
Rose slept soundly, a contented look on his little face. 

“| offered to take him home, but Adam and Jake both 
insisted | should stay, on account of Tracy being my friend, 
and all.” She shook her head as if understanding the two 
men was beyond her. 

“They're absolutely right, sweetheart. He’s as safe and as 
comfy on Adam’s lap, I’d wager, as he would be in his own 
bed.” 

“Yes, ma’am. He sure has cottoned to those two 
Kendalls.” 

Grandma Kate smiled, then leaned closer and lowered her 
voice just a little. “The real question is, how does Benny’s 
mother feel about those particular Kendalls?” 

“Me? About them? Oh. Well, they’ve...they’ve been very 
kind to Benny. And me, too, | guess. Let me go get that 
sweet tea for you now.” 

Ginny made very quick work of getting a glass of tea for 
Grandma Kate. She also brought over a couple of the 
smaller pastries on a saucer—the chocolate covered ones, 
which Tracy knew were Grandma Kate’s favorites. 

“Thank you, Ginny.” 

“You're welcome, ma’am.” 

Everyone at the table followed Ginny with their gazes as 
the young woman went over to the next table and sat 
beside Bernice, Jonathan, and Caleb Benedict. 


“I never knew a woman could turn such a deep shade of 
red,” Julia said quietly. 

“It’s the fair complexion,” Grandma Kate replied, as if 
imparting a confidence. 

Julia grinned then met Tracy’s gaze. “So | guess l'Il never 
have that problem.” 

Grandma Kate looked at her granddaughter. “Your 
complexion may not be as fair as Ginny’s, but it’s still light. 
Of course, your beautiful hazel eyes can flash fire when 
you're riled.” Kate smiled. “That can be just as attractive, to 
some men, as a good blush.” 

Julia’s smile turned a little sad. “I’m not interested in 
being attractive to anyone,” she said. 

“That’s all right, sweetheart.” Grandma Kate patted her 
hand. “You certainly don’t need to be anything you don’t 
want to be.” 

“| don’t?” Julia gave her grandmother a look that, in 
Tracy’s opinion, was laced with doubt. 

“Of course not, sweetheart. These days, a woman has the 
right to make her own way in the world, and I, for one, say 
‘pravo!’” 

It seemed to Tracy that several of the single cousins in the 
room shared Julia’s doubts, but Grandma Kate just smiled 
and sipped her sweet tea, seeming to be totally unaware of 
the familial scrutiny. 

“Jordan, | understand you’re about to take on a rather 
demanding project over in Waco,” Grandma Kate said. 

“I am. I’ve almost got all the people | need in place. 
Ground breaking is in a couple of weeks.” 

“That’s wonderful! | did wonder, though, if | could get you 
to do me a small favor before then?” 

“Of course, Kate, anything for you. Just name it.” 

“Do you recall that little house of mine, over on Maple, at 
the end of the cul-de-sac?” 

“The white Victorian, next to mine?” Julia asked. 


Grandma Kate’s eyes widened just a little. “Oh, that’s 
right! Your house /s right next to my little one! And you’ve 
just moved in there, finally, too,” Grandma Kate said. 

“What about your house, Kate?” Jordan asked. 

“Well, | know it’s just recently been vacated, and | was 
wondering if you could have a walk-through, make sure 
everything is in a livable state—shipshape, as it were.” 

“Are you worried that the tenants damaged it? | believe 
that it was the science teacher from the high school who 
lived there for the past few years.” 

“Yes, Mr. Conroy and his wife April. Such a lovely couple. 
They nearly extended their lease when he retired, but then 
they decided to move to Indiana to be close to their sons. 
And who could blame them?” 

“Not me. But I’m confused, though. Every report the Town 
Trust received indicated that they were pretty good 
tenants.” 

“Oh, I’m sure they were. No, I’m not worried about any 
damage the Conroys may have caused, not at all! | just 
don’t want the new tenants, who are arriving next week, to 
find anything lacking. They deserve the very best we can 
give them.” 

“So you found new tenants for the house already, 
Mother?” Caleb Benedict asked from the next table. 

“I did, and I’m so excited! You know how | feel about 
Supporting our men and women in uniform. Well, I’ve just 
leased the house to two former Navy SEALs! Apparently, the 
men are best friends, and were on the same team for years. 
They’re just back from Afghanistan, and are preparing to 
begin a tour of duty as special instructors over at 
Goodfellow Air Force Base.” 

“That will be quite a drive for them every day,” Caleb 
said. 

“A couple of hours each way, at least,” Morgan said from 
beside him. “I only did it for the last month of my 
enlistment, but a month was enough.” 


“I did tell them that, but they said it didn’t matter to 
them, that they wanted to live someplace that felt 
permanent. They said they’d heard of Lusty, you see, and 
thought it would be a very fine place to live.” 

Tracy noticed her best friend had just turned a very 
interesting shade of white. Apparently, Jordan noticed, too. 

“Are you all right, Julia?” 

Julia didn’t answer right away. She set her glass down 
carefully, then met her grandmother’s gaze. It seemed to 
Tracy as if she was looking for something. Then Julia swung 
her head to the left and glared at her brothers—none of 
whom appeared to even give her a passing glance. 

“Fine,” Julia said at last. “I’m fine.” 

“Of course you are, darling,” Grandma Kate said. “Now, | 
must go visit with some of the others. | think l'Il go and chat 
with Adam and Jake for awhile.” 

“I think l'Il go and see if Kelsey or Michelle needs any help 
in the kitchen.” Both Kelsey and Michelle were in the dining 
room, but Tracy thought it best to not mention that small 
detail to her best friend. Julia got up and made a beeline for 
kitchen, the door swinging hard in her wake. 

Tracy looked from Jordan to Peter. “| wonder what that 
was all about?” she asked. 

Jordan chuckled and put his arm around Tracy. “I think one 
thing you can count on, sweetheart. Whatever it is, we’re 
sure to hear about it—and sooner, rather than later.” 

Tracy caught Grandma Kate’s gaze and couldn’t help but 
smile at the twinkle of satisfaction in the older woman’s 
eye. 

“I think you’re right,” Tracy said. “And | bet it’s going to be 
downright interesting, too.” 


THE END 
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